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The Cross and the Sword 
O VERLOOKED in all the recent ec-clesiastical and political up-
roar between Roman Catholics 
and Protestants about conducting 
Protestant mission work in South 
America is George Doherty's 
thoughtful article on Argentine 
nationalism and the Roman Cath-
olic Church in a late issue of 
Harpe-is. Mr. Doherty is firmly 
convinced that the motivation of 
Argentine nationalism is a dog-
ma tic Christian nationalism 
which is purging Argentina's cul-
ture and political life of anti-
Christian and anti-Argentine ele-
ments, although, as Doherty 
states, Pope Pius XI condemned 
the nationalist ideal in 1926. He 
insists very emphatically that the 
Argentinian nationalists are us-
ing the Church for their own 
ends. He is positive in his con-
viction that the intellectual lead-
T H E EDITORS 
ers of Argentine Catholicism are 
guilty of moral irresponsibility. 
These Argentine nationalist 
thinkers seem to believe that the 
individualism of a Rousseau as 
well as other political philoso-
phers is incompatible with Chris-
tian society. They cannot see the 
rationale of the Bill of Rights, for 
example. They believe that the 
State in all its business must be 
guided by the religious power of 
the Church. "By an egregious mis-
interpretation of the encyclicals 
of recent popes, particularly of 
Leo XIII, these nationalists hold 
all democratic forms to be, in 
practice, heretical and even un-
Christian." The anti-Semitism of 
these leaders in Argentina is 
shocking and one would have to 
go the writings of Julius Streicher 
to find similar expressions. 
Even more tragic, according to 
Mr. Doherty, is the entire prob-
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lem of education. An unpub-
lished survey made by the Arch-
diocese of Buenos Aires shows 
that only 13 percent of the three 
million inhabitants go regularly 
to mass, and only 7 percent more 
go occasionally. Sixty percent are 
nominal Catholics, who do not go 
to mass. Yet every attempt is be-
ing made to have the State, un-
der the Church, control educa-
tion in all its aspects. Teachers 
suspected of the slightest hereti-
cal taint or of a democratic bias 
are forced to resign. On June 4, 
1944, in celebration of the first 
anniversary of the revolution, 
"school authorities were directed 
to hold special classes on a num-
ber of nationalist theses includ-
ing 'The Fatherland is always 
right.'" 
The intellectual and religious 
climate in Argentina is certainly 
bad. The action of these New 
World nationalists will explain 
the bitter opposition to mission 
work by Protestants. It is true 
that eventually concessions will 
be made because of diplomatic 
and economic pressure from the 
north; nevertheless, the climate 
of opinion south of the border 
seems definitely unfavorable to 
an active Protestantism. Not un-
til there is a change of heart on 
the part of Argentina's leaders 
toward a unity of direction and 
orientation can we hope for tol-
erance and a compassionate de-
votion to the spiritual and physi-
cal welfare of all men. 
Mr. George Doherty, a devout 
Roman Catholic, is to be com-
m~nded for his brilliant and cou-
rageous attack on these existing 
evils. Likewise, all credit must be 
given to Harper's for having the 
courage to publish the article. 
Thoughts on Communism 
][
F, as many wide-awake observ-
ers believe, it is true that the 
Soviet Union walked away from 
the Crimean Conference with the 
lion's share of the bacon, it seems 
to follow as a matter of course 
that the U.S.S.R. will have far-
reaching influence in continental 
Europe-especially in the Balkans 
-and in other parts of the world 
for many years to come. Does this 
imply that communism will rush 
posthaste from country to country 
to beg, borrow, and steal con-
verts? The danger is real. It 
would be the height of folly to 
imagine that the tenets on which 
communism is founded will not 
have a way of worming their way 
into many minds, particularly in-
to the minds of those who have 
suffered untold agony because of 
the war and have lost loved ones 
and all their possessions. Com-
munism, like its blood-relatives 
which bear the names fascism and 
Nazism, thrives on discontent and 
----~------~------' 
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misery. In the long run it bestows 
no blessings on the convert; but 
it is a master of the fine art of 
promising utopias flowing with 
milk and honey. 
The citizens of the United 
States are whole-heartedly grate-
ful for everything the U.S.S.R. 
has done to help them in the 
war against Germany, just as the 
citizens of the U.S.S.R. are un-
doubtedly thankful to the United 
States for the help it has given 
them. Unfortunately, there are 
those who believe and declare 
that every warning against the 
perils of communism is, in the · 
final analysis, a brazen attempt to 
foment war-breeding dissension 
between the Soviet Union and the 
United States. Such a belief and 
such a declaration, however, is 
based on warped and muddied 
thinking. There is, and there 
must be, dissension between the 
Soviet Union and the United 
States in the matter of ideology,· 
but that dissension need not 
bring about war, nor need it lead 
to a strained state of affairs which 
would be welcome to our ene-
mies. Does anyone suppose for a 
moment that the U.S.S.R. has 
ceased to warn its own citizens 
against the ideology on which our 
country is founded? 
Let the U.S.S.R. remain com-
munistic if it desires to do so; 
but it would be tragic indeed if 
staunch Americans should swerve 
even by the width of a hair from 
their determination to see to it 
that communism, with its inher-
ent totalitarianism, does not en-
gulf our own land. The ideology 
of the Communists, let it be re-
membered, cannot by any stretch 
of the imagination be made to 
rhyme with the ideology on 
which our form of government 
has its foundation, nor can it be 
made to square with the Chris-
tian religion. Throughout the 
world Christians are hoping and 
praying that, as time goes on, 
communism will be completely 
discredited in the eyes of its po-
tential dupes and victims. 
Federal Aid to Education 
T H E 1940 census listed 3,ooo,-ooo illiterates and 1 o,ooo,ooo 
functional illiterates in the Unit-
ed States. . . Twenty-five out of 
every hundred registrants in the 
18-19 age group have been re-
jected by the Army, many of 
them for educational deficiencies. 
. .. While the average salary for 
government employees has risen 
37 per cent and industrial earn-
ings have sky-rocketed 85 per 
cent, teachers' salaries have risen 
only 15 per cent since 1939 . .. 
In 1945 20 per cent of America's 
teachers will receive less than 
$1200 and 3 per cent will receive 
less than $6oo. . . There are 10,-
'-~---~---'"-----
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ooo,ooo American children in 
school systems which annually 
spend less than the median of 
$16oo per class-room unit. 
These facts coupled with a con-
cern for America's future have 
moved Senators Thomali and Hill 
and Rep. Ramspeck to introduce 
companion bills in the Senate and 
in the House which would make 
possible Federal aid to elemen-
tary and secondary schools. In 
spite of the fact that both major 
political parties incorporated a 
Federal aid plank in their plat-
forms during the last campaign, 
the Thomas-Hill-Ramspeck Bill 
will probably meet the same fate 
which similar bills have met in 
the past twenty years-defeat. 
Certain church groups, some fra-
ternal orders, and most of the 
states-rights senators are opposing 
the measure. They argue that Fed-
eral aid and Federal control are 
for all practical purposes synony-
mous. The supporters of the 
measure-who also stoutly affirm 
their opposition to Federal con-
trol-maintain that their bill will 
bring no more Federal control 
than did the Morrill or Land 
Grant Act of 1862 which helped 
to set up many of our state uni-
versities. 
The elementary and secondary 
schools in approximately one-
third of the states are inadequate. 
In many of these states the peo-
ple find it impossible to spend any 
more money on their educational 
systems. If the optimum function-
ing of a democracy is contingent 
upon an enlightened citizenry, 
the Thomas-Hill-Ramspeck Bill 
should be passed. 
Pressure Groups 
W E were very much interested in the reaction of one of 
the weekly magazines to Stewart 
Chase's latest book, Democracy 
under Pressure, in which the au-
thpr warns against the danger 
that lies in our country's future 
from certain "pressure groups" 
that have a way of making their 
influence felt in state and na-
tional legislatures, so that legisla-
tion often results which is more 
for the benefit of a group than for 
the national welfare. The review-
er in this magazine rightly, we 
think, pointed out that Mr. Chase 
"falls into the trap of thinking 
that because some pressure leads 
to bad results, all pressure is bad 
-or at least suspect," and that it 
is going too far to hold that our 
country's future safety lies in one 
of these cures: steeling ourselves 
against pressure, nobly refraining 
from pressure, or trying to legis-
late pressure out of existence. 
We believe the reviewer is fun-
damentally correct when he main-
tains that without pressures "so-
ciety would itself become static 
---~' 
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and dormant" and that "pressure 
is life." Sober reflection readily 
calls forth a large number of 
blessings that have come to our 
country and to society because 
some interested and far-sighted 
individual or group exerted suf-
ficient pressure at one time. 
It is certainly true that some 
pressures are bad, but our nation-
al safety in the future does not 
lie in doing away with all pres-
sures, but in allowing all pres-
sures to present their case and 
then to act in a given matter, aft-
er mature and careful considera-
tion, in such a manner as to serve 
the best national interests. 
Governments in Exile 
T HE extremists among the un-derground, the governments-
in-exile, the professional soldiers, 
the whole of the populace-who 
shall constitute the postwar gov-
ernments of liberated countries? 
The brilliant British journalist 
Rebecca West gives a concise 
analysis of this problem in "An-
other Man's Poison," in the 
March issue of Harper's. Her es-
say is oriented in defense of the 
British action against the ELAS 
forces in Greece. The under-
ground resistance movement, she 
points out, was made up of per-
sons of all parties. The extreme 
leftist members, then, formed in 
most countries only a small frac-
tion of the underground group; 
furthermore, these extremists in 
general hesitated to join the re-
sistance until Russia entered the 
war. As regards the courage and 
self-sacrifice of the extremists or 
any other members of the under-
ground, the professional soldiers 
who fought and then suffered in 
prison-camps or escaped to fight 
again under other leaders might 
well feel that they have equal 
claims. 
There have been many at-
tempts to discredit the govern-
ments-in-exile. One of the most 
specious attacks is based on the 
fact that included in them are 
some members of reactionary po-
litical parties. But, Miss West ex-
plains (herself a life-long leftist) , 
this inclusion is not to their dis-
credit: "It was an inevitable con-
sequence of the quite sensible for-
mula by which they had been con-
structed. They were none of them 
the result of an election, but were 
called into being to maintain the 
identity of the constitutional au-
thority of their states during the 
period when this had been 
usurped by the Axis invaders. 
Therefore they drew their minis-
ters from all the political parties 
which commanded a certain 
amount of support and had re-
fused to submit to the invasion. 
. .. " The governments-in-exile. 
therefore, may be considered ap· 
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propria te provisional govern-
ments that may well return to 
their countries and preside until 
a new administrative body is cho-
sen by free election under the 
surveillance of the Allied armies. 
"It is alien from the spirit of our 
age to regard political rights as a 
reward for military service." 
Easter Eggs 
F ROM what may be a very su-perficial observation on our 
part, it would appear that of va-
rious popular customs of Easter· 
time, the use of eggs, colored or 
uncolored, has a great antiquity 
and is fairly universal. The egg 
as a symbol of fertility was looked 
upon as a token of life and 
spring. In England it was custom· 
ary for boys and girls to roll eggs 
across the fields. In Scotland the 
young people hunted the eggs of 
wild birds for their Easter break· 
fast. In Germany the parents hid 
the colored Easter eggs in the 
house and garden so that the 
children might have the fun of 
finding them. In Russia colored 
Easter eggs were exchanged as 
gifts. How many of these customs 
are practiced in America today is 
an interesting question. 
There were other customs. In 
the writer's own family it was cus-
tomary, after the children had 
found the hidden Easter eggs, and 
the household sat down for the 
Easter morning breakfast, to 
"box" the eggs. Each member of 
the family selected what h~: 
thought was the strongest egg and 
then by striking each other's eggs, 
tip against tip, to see whose egg 
would remain whole. It created 
a lot of hilarity and often the 
winner would save his prize egg 
to try the game again at the next 
meal when Easter eggs were eat· 
en. We have long been curious 
as to how widespread this custom 
is and how it originated. We in: 
vite the readers of THE CRESSET to 
write in about this and other Eas-
ter customs. We suspect there 
may be material here for an m-
teresting article next year. 
Worms, April 18, 1521 
lfN an age when most of the 
1l western world is engaged in a 
titanic struggle against authorita-
rianism, all of us, particularly 
those reared in the Protestant 
tradition, should give April 18 
more than a passing observance. 
For on that day a lone monk 
stood before the potentates of 
Church and State; moved by a 
God-given courage, he challenged 
the authority which for centuries 
had held the Christian world in 
I 
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intellectual and spiritual thrall-
dom. Carlyle can well say: 
Luther's appearance at the Diet 
of Worms may be considered the 
greatest scene in modern European 
history; the point, indeed, from 
which the whole subsequent history 
of civilization takes rise. The world's 
pomp and power sits there, on this 
hand; on that, stands up for God's 
truth, one man, the poor miner Hans 
Luther's son. One petition-the pe-
tition of the world to him was: 
"Free us; it rests with thee; desert us 
not." Luther did not desert us. It is, 
as we say, the greatest moment in 
the modern history of men. 
Our Birth Rate 
A FTER Pearl Harbor our nation-al birth rate was marked by a 
decided upward swing. The all-
time low level of 17 ·9 births per 
1000 population in 1935 had 
reached 20 in 1941 and almost 
2 1 in 1942. This trend tended to 
allay the fear that America was 
fast heading toward a stationary 
population level when the birth 
rate no longer exceeded the death 
rate. 
It is significant, however, that 
the upward trend of our birth 
rate not only came to a standstill 
in 1942, but since that time shows 
a decline. Recent surveys show 
that the birth rate moves parallel 
with the marriage rate. In 1935 
the depression with its conse-
, __ _ 
quent unemployment delayed 
many marriages. The later eco-
nomic revival brought an increase 
in the number of marriages with 
a resulting rise in the birthrate. 
Several years later the prospect 
of military service hastened many 
contemplated marriages. Pearl 
Harbor and the year following 
marked the climax in the rise of 
both marriage and birth rates. 
Since history tends to repeat it-
self, we may expect a continued 
decline in births as the war is 
prolonged and perhaps a sharp 
drop after the close of the war. 
This prospect fills the student of 
sociology with alarm. With the . 
birth rate becoming stationary, 
the population grows older in so 
far as a larger proportion of our 
population is shifted into the 
higher age brackets than would 
be found if normal conditions ob-
tained. 
A declining and aging popula-
tion presents both a social and a 
moral problem. Socially, society 
must provide for a greater num-
ber of older people and decrease 
its efforts in caring for its youth. 
This means changing schools into 
institutions for care of the aged. 
The moral issue which faces soci-
ety is the voluntary birth control 
prompted by the pleasure philos-
ophy. The use of contraceptive 
devices in order to evade the du-
ties of parenthood indicates a 
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materialistic trend which ill be-
comes a nation designating itself 
as Christian. 
If America will profit from the 
experience of other nations, not-
ably France, serious efforts ought 
to be made to stem the downward 
trend of our birth rate. A broad 
social welfare program ought to 
include encouragement of parent-
hood. This program should es-
pecially embrace the upper social 
classes where the "retarded" fam-
ily has become particularly prom-
inent. If society in its own in-
terests · finds it desirable to lead 
its members into constructive 
thinking along these lines, the 
Christian above all others must 
seek to divert popular thought 
from the so'cially and morally de-
structive pleasure philosophy. If 
the oldest and basic social insti-
tution, the family, is undermined, 
the decay of the nation seems im-
minent. Ancient Rome furnishes 
a startling example. 
The Conscientious Objector 
T H E death sentence recently im-' posed on Pvt. Henry W eber, a 
member of the Socialist Labor 
Party, for refusing to accept com-
bat duty in the army, h as brought 
the plight of the conscientious ob-
jector into the spotlight again. 
While W eber's sentence was dras-
tically reduced to five years at 
hard labor, the fact remains that 
there has been some ineptness in 
the handling of the problem of 
the C.O.'s. Although this coun-
try is more liberal and consid-
erate in its treatment of the C.O. 
in contrast to New Zealand, a 
supposedly liberal country, still 
our procedures are far less 
thoughtful than those used by 
England, where about 200 con-
scientious objectors were in pris-
on out of 57,000 who have ap-
peared before draft tribunals for 
refusal to be combatants. 
The Selective Service Act pro-
vides for the deferment of persons 
who because of religious training 
or belief are conscientiously op-
posed to participation in war in 
any form. If their claims are sus-
tained, such persons are to be as-
signed to noncombatant work in 
the armed services or to work of 
national importance under civil-
ian leadership. There is no provi-
sion made for the person who ob-
jects to war on a basis other than 
religious. 
No figures are available as to 
the number of C.O.'s in the army, 
although the number must be 
large. Eleven thousand have ac-
cepted assignment to Civilian 
Public Service Camps and over 
4,ooo have gone to prison. As is 
to be expected, the largest num-
ber come from the "peace" 
I 
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churches, Mennonites, Brethren, 
and Friends. The Methodists are 
well represented, although a 
sprinkling of members from such 
widely diverse communions as 
Roman Catholic and Lutheran 
are also found. 
Almost 5,000 C.O.'s are in pris-
on. Seventy percent of these are 
Jehovah's Witnesses, whose pecu-
liar teachings have caused many 
a Federal judge to tear his hair 
in exasperation. Some of the large 
Protestant communions are also 
represented, as are the Moslems 
(155). There are 237 prison C.O.'s 
classified as political or philo-
sophical objectors. On June 30, 
1944, every sixth man in Federal 
prison was a violator of the Selec-
tive Service Act, according to the 
Department of Research and Ed-
ucation of the Federal Council of 
Churches, which has released this 
in its Informational Bulletin. 
While there has been some un-
favorable reaction on the part of 
the general public to the Civilian 
Public Service Camps, and not 
without justice, on the whole the 
work done by these C.O.'s has 
been of national benefit. Where 
C.O.'s have been assigned to in-
stitutions for the mentaJly defi-
cient, their work has received un-
stinted praise. The New York 
Times carried a dramatic account 
of C.O.'s volunteering as guinea 
pigs in studies of jaundice and 
malaria. C.O.'s have participated 
in experiments in cancer, atypical 
pneumonia, in the deficient ra-
tions, and in rehabilitation diets. 
C.O.'s in prison have earned the 
praise of prison officials because 
of outstanding results they have 
produced in special assignments. 
One of the most thorough stud-
ies of the C.O. has been made by 
Dr. Anton T. Boisen, a non-paci-
fist, which was published in the 
August 1944 issue of Psychiatry. 
Dr. Boisen believes there are two 
types of C.O.'s: "the creative, for-
ward-looking, intellectually alert" 
C.O. and the C.O. "whose opposi-
tion to war has been determined 
by authoritarian religious teach-
ing." Dr. Boisen believes that 
there are some "constitutional ob-
jectors," men who just generally 
object. In addition, there are a 
considerable number of men 
"idealistic in their attitudes and 
genuinely opposed to war who 
are also activated by repressed 
hostilities of which they are not 
aware." 
On the whole, the conscien-
tious objector is receiving far bet-
ter treatment in this war than in 
the last, when he was subjected 
to indignities of every kind. 
There is place for a thorough-go-
ing study of the C.O. in all his 
aspects. If the tocsin sounds for 
another war, the number of hon-
est C.O.'s will be even larger than 
'-~--~---
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now. It would be well if every 
community knew how to handle 
the C.O. in a judicious and chari-
table manner since the rabid hys-
teria of professional patriots 
could easily destroy the good that 
has so far been accomplished. 
Timely Parable 
E VERY once in a while we dip into our files to read over 
some of the "Parables of Safed 
the Sage" which appeared in the 
Watchman-Examiner until the 
death of the author about a dec-
ade ago. When we did so a few 
days ago, we ran across the follow-
ing one which we reprint for the 
enjoyment of our readers: 
The Parable of the 
Wrinkles and the Knees 
I went to Tea in the home of a 
friend of mine, and I sate beside a 
Lady of Intelligence and Kulture. 
And she said, Good evening, Mr. 
Zip-zip-zip, with thy Hair just as 
white as mine; I have a question to 
ask of thee, for thou and I are of 
the same Generation, and I also am 
growing old disgracefully, even as 
thou art. Tell me, how much longer 
dost thou think we old folk can con-
tinue to put this stunt across? 
And I said, Thou art doing it suc-
cessfully, for thou art young in heart. 
And she said, Yea, I am all of that. 
And I have sense enough not to have 
my Face lifted, but bear my Wrinkles 
in their unbidden glory. And I get 
along fairly well except as to my 
Knees. 
And I said, They are not quite so 
visible as is the mode. 
And she said, ~ay; I have sense 
enough to approach the Current 
Styles and not to make myself ridicu-
lous by crowding them. This half an 
inch shorter, half an inch shorter, 
same length of skirt for mother and 
daughter, hath its reasonable limits 
for women of my years. It is not ei-
ther in their Angularity nor yet in 
their Amplitude that my Knees be-
tray me, but on the stairs. 
And I said, Tell me more about 
that. 
And she said, We may buy our 
Complexions in the Drugstore, and 
the Color of our Hair in the Beauty 
Shoppe, and adjust the length of 
our Skirts in the places where skirts 
are made and shortened, but we can-
not provide ourselves with Demount-
able Knees. 
And I said, Dost thou feel con-
scious of Knees in going upstairs or 
down? 
And she said, Listen. My conscious-
ness of mine own Knees is in going 
upstairs. As Martin Luther climbing 
the Sancta Scala in Rome achieved 
his revelation, so do I feel mine. But 
as for other women, I test them out 
in their going down. When I have 
any curiosity about my fellow wo-
man, I look not upon the Beauty of 
her Countenance nor the Color of 
her Transformation, but I stand at 
the foot of the Stairs as if I were wait-
ing for a friend. And some of the 
sisters come down the middle of the 
Broad Staircase, stepping lightly and 
r 
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with graceful action of the Knees. 
And others come gingerly down the 
sides with one hand on the Ban-
nisters. Believe me, there is no birth 
certificate that giveth a woman away 
like her Knee-action in coming down 
Stairs. 
And I said, Hath this discovery 
been of value unto thee? 
And she said, Yea, verily, I let oth-
er women buy their Complexions 
and their Hairdyes; but herein do I 
exercise myself to have Knees void 
of offense. I do my daily dozen with 
special relations to the Knees. 
And I said, This doth interest me 
much; and I am inclined to think 
that there may be something like this 
to be true in Religion. 
A New Frontier 
A RTICLES have been appearing in increasing numbers in our 
popular magazines concerning 
Alaska, America's re-discovered 
frontier. Most of these appear to 
be honest and straightforward; 
they point out the difficulties as 
well as the advantages of post-
war settlement of an almost for-
gotten possession. 
There is little doubt that Amer-
icans, who have always been seek-
ers after the new and the untried, 
will in large numbers take advan-
tage of the opportunities of our 
northwestern expanse. Mining, 
fishing, farming, raising of fur-
bearing animals-all offer pos-
sible livelihood for the young-in-
sp1nt. As water power is cheap, 
industry should be able to flour-
ish. Business and professional ser-
vices are bound to be needed as 
the territory becomes more popu-
lous. Better systems of communi-
cation by water, rail, highway and 
in the air, will be added induce-
ment to settlement. 
On the debit side, of course, is 
the feeling of isolation which will 
remain among many of the peo-
ple there for some time to come. 
Living is, and will be, rough in 
certain sections. While but little 
of Alaska is actually Arctic in cli-
mate, fifty and sixty below zero 
temperatures prevail during the 
relatively long winters. 
Any land that is new and vir-
gin makes great demands on those 
who would subdue it. Alaska will 
be no exception. It will require 
settlers of sturdy body and stout 
heart. But for those with cour-
age, ambition, and initiative, it 
will offer a place to start anew 
after the awful terror of war-a 
place to build a home, to make a 
living with honest sweat, and to 
live a life of freedom in the do-
main of the United States. 
Saga of an Army Chaplain 
A SouTH CAROLINA minister, the Reverend Clyde Hahn, 
pastor of the Holy Trinity Lu-
theran Church, West Columbia, 
•-~~~---
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the first U. S. chaplain in World 
War II to be wounded in action, 
hospitalized, and returned to his 
parish, is the subject of an arti-
cle in the March Ladies' Home 
journal. Entitled, "Meet an Army 
Chaplain," the article tells the 
story of Pastor Hahn's war ex-
periences and of the daily life and 
problems of a minister and his 
family. The only chaplain to land 
at Holz Bay, Attu, with the fa-
mous 7th Division that later took 
Kiska, the Gilbert Islands, and 
Leyte, he was seriously wou,nded 
while advancing, with a group of 
volunteers, on a Jap machine gun 
nest. After convalescing in Mc-
Coskey General Hospital, Texas, 
for six months, he received his 
discharge and returned to the pas-
torship of Holy Trinity in West 
Columbia. 
Mr. Hahn found that religion 
plays an important role in the 
life of the soldier under f1re. The 
men on Attu, suffering from 
wounds, cold, frostbite, and fa-
tigue, "prayed plenty." Some of 
the biggest and toughest who 
would have nothing to do with 
any chaplain at camp were the 
first to call for the chaplain when 
the going got bad. "Seems like 
they don't have the confidence of 
the boys who've always lived with 
their religion," he says. 
The chaplain faced the same 
battle experiences as the fighting 
men on Attu, moving back and 
forth between front line trenches 
and the aid station, sleeping 
one hour in twenty-four, dodg-
ing sniper bullets that caine close 
enough to kick up snow in his 
face. In the light of his personal 
experience, he feels twelve weeks' 
training for chaplains is not 
enough to season a man of peace 
to battle-front conditions and 
that if he had had longer prepara-
tion, he might still be with his 
men. Certainly his experience was 
as rugged as that of the toughest 
infantryman. 
On the sixth day of the battle 
for the Holz Bay area on Attu, the 
chaplain advanced up the face of 
the cliff with a "mopping up" 
squad attacking a machine gun 
nest on the summit. In the face 
of fire he fell from the cliff and 
down the precipice. The result 
was paralysis from the waist 
down. Rescued, he was carried by 
litter bearers from the aid sta-
tion to the hospital on the beach, 
a distance of several miles with 
snipers firing at them the whole 
way. Paralyzed for life, so he 
thought, he lay helpless in the 
hold of the ship as they zigzagged 
full speed out of the harbor, 
dodging the torpedoes from ene-
my submarines. But by the sec-
ond day, he found that he was 
regaining the use of his legs. Dam-
age to his spine, however, and 
I 
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long hospitalization made further 
army service impossible. 
Though still recovering from 
the injury, Mr. Hahn is active in 
his parish, putting in ten hours' 
work on each Sunday's sermon, 
along with his many other minis-
terial duties, besides refereeing for 
sports at the junior high school. 
One of his post-war plans is to 
builrl a new and larger brick 
church for Holy Trinity parish. 
Ask the Weatherman 
I N a recent Collier's article, en-titled "Weather Out of a Box," 
Carey Longmire passes on some 
interesting information about the 
work of our weather observers 
who gather data from observa-
tions made in all parts of the 
world. These are vitally impor-
tant in the war effort, but they 
will be of equal importance in 
the time of peace to come. A tab-
ulating machine can shuffie 55,-
ooo,ooo separate cards of data to-
gether and come up with a pat-
tern that makes it possible to fore-
cast the weather with reasonable 
accuracy many days in advance. 
For the farmer in the future this 
service will be invaluable in the 
way of crop insurance and it is 
possible that the weather expert 
of the future may come up with a 
perfect date on which to start 
your spring planting of corn or 
potatoes or cabbages, "or just 
what week to schedule the county 
fair so as to guarantee cloudless 
skies." In a similar way, other in-
terests will be served. Travelers 
will be able to know in advance 
what sort of weather to expect at 
their destination. Construction 
men will be able to determine 
when to start a job so as to avoid 
freezes. The 55,ooo,ooo cards men-
tioned above represent the weath-
er data that has been gathered by 
our government agency in th1s 
field since 18gg. Should you de-
sire to know the weather 30 days 
from date, ask the weatherman. 
He will be able to shuffle these 
cards and find the weather of to-
day identical with that date, say 
twenty years ago. As weather gen-
erally repeats itself, he has his 
forecast all ready for 30 days 
from today-all out of a little ma-
chine with a mechanical brain. 
Realism in Art 
AN antidote to any invidious urge toward regimentation 
lies in a study of the art of mod-
ern "primitives." Henri Rous-
seau, a minor customs officer of 
Paris, finding that he had inade-
quate time for painting, retired 
at forty on a small pension and 
set laboriously to work to become 
a first-rank painter. In the fol-
lowing year, 1886, he began to 
~-~~----
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exhibit at the annual Salon des 
Independents, where anyone 
might display. Year after year his 
apparently naive pictures of 
scenes near Paris, of tropical jun-
gles, and of his petit-bourgeois 
neighbors drew only laughter. 
His fellow painters loved him but 
teased him cruelly. 
To a more perceptive eye even 
his early canvases reveal an excel-
lent sense of composition. In the 
18go's a few painters began to 
recognize his extraordinary tal-
ent; and as he gained in tech-
nique he attracted a small but en-
thusiastic circle. At his death in 
1910 he was recognized by many 
as one of the great painters of his 
generation. A large exhibit of 
Rousseau's paintings was assem-
bled in this country (not for the 
first time) early during World 
War II. At present New York res-
idents may see his Jungle with a 
Lion> Portrait of Joseph Brum-
mer> and the superb Sleeping 
Gypsy at the Museum of Modern 
Art, and the sinuous forms in his 
Spring in the Valley of the Bievre 
at the Metropolitan. The Art In-
stitute of Chicago exhibits two of 
the remarkable jungle pictures. 
Aspiring to be a great realist, 
Rousseau became considerably 
more. His paintings are dramatic 
through the dynamic relation of 
carefully placed opposing shapes 
and colors. In the Gypsy the ef-
fect of trance is achieved by bal-
ance of forms and the psychologi-
cal balance between solidity and 
fragility. The guitar balances in 
shape the lion and his tail; the 
stars emphasize the lion's immo-
bile stance; fragility is contribut-
ed by the Gypsy's half-seen teeth, 
white lace, toenails, and the gui-
tar pearlwork. In his jungle pic-
tures the conventionalized leaves 
and trunks cage mysterious beasts 
and bright waterfalls. In one of 
his most remarkable works, A 
Game of Football> bright autumn 
trees project the bright colors of 
the men's striped jerseys, while in 
the distant background a counter-
point is achieved by the cross-
rhythms between the four players 




"All the trumpets sounded for him on , the 
Other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M ANN 
Notes on a Week 
I T was a very quiet dinner ... There were only twelve of us, 
eight of the younger generation, 
four a little older and, by cus-
tom and tradition, a little wis-
er. ... We talked about scholar-
ship and culture and grace. . . . 
Money and success were never 
mentioned .... It was the sort of 
thing which, done often enough, 
makes the charm and strength of 
a University. . . . It had the 
strength and assurance of lasting 
things .... 
Perhaps the gathering was 
quite unimportant .... No Yalta 
or Teheran .... It seemed to 
be external to the world's chaos, 
external even to the rigid round 
of credits and majors and require-
ments which we call education. 
... Nor were the people who 
were present significant .... Just 
twelve of them .... Four of the 
generation that had seen every-
thing and learned little .... Eight 
of the generation upon which the 
ends of the world had come .. 
15 
And yet-there was something 
else in this group gathered on 
the edge of a little Indiana town 
on a spring evening. . . . The 
hour, some of us thought, was 
five minutes to twelve .... Either 
the things we talked about would 
come through the night, or the 
world would remain dark, doomed 
for a long time, at least, to hate 
and fear .. .. We had to believe 
in the continuing strength and 
life of the things of the spirit. 
. .. The eight wanted to see an-
other dawn .... More than that. 
. . . We had to believe in them 
with an urgency and a passion 
born of the realization that it is 
midnight and our time is short. 
There are some things in the 
world which should never change . 
. . . Certainly one of them is the 
free exchange of hopes and ideas, 
the habit of quiet talk as the 
hour grows late, the strength of 
high and common ideals .... Al-
though the world has aged, we 
must remain young .... Young 
''----~------~---------
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in the variety and resiliency of 
our ideas and in the strength and 
unity of our faith. . . . Remem· 
bering that we live at five min· 
utes to twelve we shall keep our 
lives poised on the ridge where 
yesterday · and tomorrow are one 
and midnight is only the prelude 
to dawn .... 
As we left the dining room a 
high Paschal moon shed a white 
light over the countryside. . . . 
Suddenly I remembered another 
meal in an upper room many 
years ago. . . . It began with 
twelve guests and ended with 
eleven . . . The greatest speech 
in the history of the world was 
delivered that night .... It might 
be worth remembering now as 
the world stumbles toward an· 
other midnight . .. 
BACK home from a journey and I suddenly notice that spring 
has come again. . . . The first 
shy buds are on the bush beside 
the door. . . . Almost overnight 
the landscape turns from grey to 
green and the grass whispers of 
new life. . . . At dawn I am 
awakened by the low murmur of 
pigeons on the roof .. . A strange 
and warming experience-this 
song of the opening year, this 
resurgence of life ... Next year 
and in 1970 it will be a small 
matter that the spring of. I94.1 
came early and that its miracle 
occurred as war moved to its final 
crescendo .. . To us, however, 
poised on the far edge of tragedy 
it is a gracious miracle . . . Onl) 
by such recurring wonders do we 
live . .. The wind moves to the 
south, the trees blossom, and the 
sun rises earlier and warmer . .. 
Life, lived all winter in walls 
and darkness and headlin es, 
would seem a perpetual twilight 
if it were not true that the things 
which are exempt from us, the 
birds, the flowers, the sun, the 
trees, the things that obey God 
rather than man, are each year 
commanded to rise to life and 
power . . . You, my friends of 
1970, will see them as we have 
seen them, wise and perpetual . .. 
And if you remember as we 
should that they are all for us, 
for our hope and our ,\risdom, 
you will love them with the love 
of those who know that they are 
a letter from our eternal home 
A DAY in vVyoming as spring tarries . . . The first time I 
spent a few hours at an army 
post . . . Interesting for many 
reasons . . . As I wander around 
I remember that hundreds of my 
friends of another generation 
have been introduced to a new 
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this . . . As dusk comes down 
over the Wyoming hills, quiet 
and inevitable, it is hard to re-
member that all these buildings 
and men are here for the business 
of killing ... An army post is a 
complex, vast, intelligent ap-
proach to a mean business . . . 
In the home where I stay there 
are two little boys who play with 
their toys, utterly unconscious of 
the grim shadows in the back-
ground of their lives . . . As I 
watch them it is impossible not 
to say a prayer for them and their 
generation . . . The little fellow 
with the winsome smile and the 
wondering eyes should not be 
cqmpelled to lie in a fox-hole 
twenty years hence . . . 
One afternoon we meander 
through the bleak hills up into 
the mountains to the north . . . 
There is a sharp wind from the 
west and snow lies in the hollows 
on the north side of the hills . . . 
An excellent tonic for the spirit 
-this world of clear winds, soar-
ing mountains and the memory 
of pioneers . . . The wind sings 
in the pines and spruces and the 
world of men and machines and 
war is reduced to its proper pro-
portions ... We stop on a hill 
for a little rifle and pistol prac-
tice . . . My young friend of the 
next generation does better than 
I . . . As I watch him I wonder 
if he should . .. We are the gen-
eration that should be trained to 
shoot . . . His should learn to 
sing and to think ... 
.j[_ 
ODD moment reading this week is a brilliant little volume 
concerning the future of humani-
ties in America . . . A searching 
essay by Max Radin begins with 
the following story: "It is writ-
ten in the tractate of the Baby-
lonian Talmud which is called 
'The Middle Gate' (B(.lba Meziah 
sgb) that the Sages were assem-
bled in Jamnia and that a dispute 
arose between Rabbi Eliezer and 
Rabbi Joshua ben Hananiah over 
the meaning of a passage in the 
Law. And when the Council de-
cided against Eliezer, he cried 
out, 'If I am right, let the Harob-
tree prove it.' And the Harob-tree 
moved one hundred cubits. To 
which the Sages replied, 'You can 
prove nothing by a tree.' Upon 
this Eliezer called upon a stream 
of water, which obediently flowed 
backward; then upon the walls of 
the Academy, which to support 
him began to bend inward; and, 
finally, since none of these mira-
cles had any effect, he thundered 
in anger: 'Let Heaven prove that 
I am right.' And at once, a heav-
enly voice, a Bat Qol, was heard 
to say: 'Ye Sages, how can you 
contradict Rabbi Eliezer, who is 
always right?' And Rabbi Joshua 
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answered: 'The Law is not in 
Heaven but on Earth, (Deut. 
30: 12). Since the day it was given 
to man on earth, it is to be inter-
preted by human reason. The de-
cision of the majority stands.'" 
. . . No doubt there is more 
than a touch of irony in the tale 
. . . It comes close, however, to 
the fundamental problem of our 
proud and tragic time . . . Radin 
also tells the story of two Mexi-
can laborers sitting in a streetcar 
... One said to the other: "How 
much is 6 x 8?" The other, with-
out answering, took out a piece of 
paper, put down an eight, then 
a six below it and drew a line 
. . . Thereupon both stared si-
lently at the two figures waiting 
for them to multiply each other 
. . . They did not multiply . . . 
I have been meditating on the 
implications of that incident ... 
At times I suspect that our ap-
proach to world problems is very 
similar . .. We want something 
to happen without being ready to 
pay the price ... 
IL 
Cl EVEN years ago I began this 
0 column with a few haphazard 
remarks concerning beginnings 
and endings ... Lately, I have 
returned to· the same subject ... 
More clearly as the years go by 
it seems to me that the sure and 
proper handling of the recurring 
ends and beginnings in life plays 
an amazingly important role in 
our continuing quest for wisdom 
and grace . . . As members of the 
human family we are so consti-
tuted that we think of much of 
life in terms of beginning and 
end ... We speak of milestones, 
remember birthdays, celebrate an-
niversaries, divide our days into 
morning and evening . . . In the 
normal quiet and even flow of 
living we remember only the arti-
ficially created moments when we 
suddenly become aware of the 
fact that something old has passed 
and something new has begun ... 
All this is obvious ... Not so 
evident, however, is its interpre-
tation ... The more closely I 
look at modern men and women 
the more clearly I note that they 
are sharply divided ... There 
are those who see life and history, 
continuous! y and forever, in 
terms of ends, tragic, final and in-
evitable . . . On the other side 
there are those who see life and 
time in terms of beginnings, chal-
lenging, new and mysterious ... 
Those who linger regretfully 
among the ashes of the past and 
those who look hopefully for a 
new and flaming dawn, no matter 
how dark the night and bitter the 
circumstances . . . 
Wisdom, as always, lies between 
these two views of living . . . The 
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it is the springboard for the fu-
ture . . . Wisdom still lives in 
viewing life steadily and whole, in 
seeing the end from the begin-
ning ... Perhaps all this applies 
to our hour in the time of man-
five minutes to twelve-with ter-
rible and immediate power . . . 
We must believe that this is not 
the end of a day and the begin-
ning of night, but, please God, 
the dawn of a new and better 
day in which the hearts of men 
will see again that hours of dark-
ness come upon them to compel 
them again to look for the light, 
for the dawn which will come 
. . . Which will come and will 
not be late . . . 
AN hour of a warm, spring afternoon, good for nothing 
else, is devoted to browsing 
through some book shelves up-
stairs . . . Aimless wandering 
through books once read and now 
forgotten brings a curious min-
gling of guilt and pleasure, a 
unique mixture of memory and 
expectancy . . . Here is a book 
I read one summer when the 
world was young and gay . . . 
Here is another which gave me 
the first vision of the una sancta 
. . . Here is the best collection 
of short stories published in re-
cent years . . . I paused for a 
moment at a shelf of little books, 
Modern Library editions, the Ev-
ery Man Series, and so on . . . 
Stuck away at one end was the 
excellent Abbey Classics edition 
of the Devotions of J olm Donne, 
one of the most fascinating per-
sonalities in the history of Chris-
tendom . . . His words flow like 
a mountain stream, torrential, 
twisting, turning and falling ... 
Always, however, a sense of di-
rection and purpose . . . A re-
markable beauty, like flashes of 
sun on dark and troubled waters 
... Here is the meditation which 
was brought back into the con-
sciousness of the English speaking 
world by Ernest Hemingway's use 
of it as a motto in his novel, "For 
Whom the Bell Tolls" ... Donne 
writes: 
"Now, this bell tolling swiftly 
for another, says to me: Thou 
must die." 
"Perchance he for whom this 
bell tolls may be so ill, as that 
he knows not it tolls for him; and 
perchance I may think myself so 
much better than I am, as that 
they who are about me, and see 
my state, may have caused it to 
toll for me, and I know not that. 
The church is catholic, universal, 
so are all her actions; all that she 
does belongs to all . . . When she 
baptizes a child, that action con-
cerns me; for that child is thereby 
connected to that body which is 
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my head too, and ingrafted into 
that body whereof I am a mem-
ber. And when she buries a man, 
that action concerns me: all man-
kind is of one author, and is one 
volume; when one man dies, one 
chapter is not torn out of the 
book, but translated into a better 
language; and every chapter must 
be so translated; God employs 
several translators; some pieces 
are translated by age, some by sick-
ness, some by war, some by justice; 
but God's hand is in every transla-
tion, and his hand shall bind up 
all our scattered leaves again for 
that library where every book 
shall lie open to one another. As 
therefore the bell that rings to a 
sermon calls not upon the preach-
er only, but upon the congrega-
tion to come, so this bell calls us 
all. \Vho bends not his ear to any 
bell which upon any occasion 
rings? But who can remove it 
from that bell which is passing a 
piece of himself out of this world? 
No man is an island, entire of 
itself; every man is a piece of the 
continent, a part of the main. 
If a clod be washed away by the 
sea, Europe is the less, as well as 
i[ a promontory were, as well as 
if a manor of thy friend's or of 
thine own were: any man's death 
diminishes me, because I am in-
volved in mankind, and therefore 
never send to know for whom the 
bell tolls; it tolls for thee. Nei-
ther can we call this a begging of 
misery, or a borrowing of misery, 
as though we were not miserable 
enough of ourselves, but must 
fetch in more fror,n the next 
house, in taking upon us the mis-
ery of our neighbours. Truly it 
were an excusable covetousness if 
we did, for affliction is a treasure, 
and scarce any man hath enough 
of it. No man hath affliction 
enough that is not matured and 
ripened by it, and made fit for 
God by that affliction . . If a man 
carry treasure in bullion, or in a 
wedge of gold, and have none 
coined into current money, his 
treasure will not defray him as he 
travels. Tribulation is treasure in 
the nature of it, but it is not cur-
rent money in the use of it, ex-
cept we get nearer and nearer our 
home, heaven, by it." 
r I 
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The touch of inspiration .... 
Nature and the Poet 
By AUGUSTUS LAURENS 
T HE art of describing things with the utmost economy of 
words, with absolute picturesque-
ness of effect is nearly always ex-
hibited as if by accident. The 
poets have a way of surprising us 
with these unexpected flashes of 
success in reproducing the phe-
nomena of Nature. The words 
"Ragged rims of thunder brooding 
low 
With shadow-streaks of rain" 
bring up in the imagination a 
perfect sketch of a thunder show-
er on the horizon. One feels the 
cool, damp wind-puffs from the 
distant cloud and sees the slant-
ing films trailing on the dim 
hills. There is a mellow sound of 
disturbed elements and throb-
bing storm-troubles in the phras-
ing. Tennyson often makes these 
aerial sketches, as if with a sin-
gle twirl of the pen. He paints us 
a great thunder-cloud that 
"Topples round the dreary west, 
A looming bastion fringed with 
fire." 
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In this instance the effect is as 
complete and immediate as if it 
had not been produced by com-
parison; for instantly we recall 
by direct retrospection the great 
lunettes and curtains of the aerial 
forts we watched when a child, 
and remember how at regular in-
tervals the whole structure top-
pled strangely as the lightning 
filled it and the sun, already 
down, burned its edges. From a 
place on the Gulf Coast I have 
often seen immense dark cloud-
fortifications rise along the hori-
zon, between the blue sky and 
the green-blue water. Presently 
the moon would appear, to heat 
the parapets to a silver glow, in-
tense as flame from a blow-pipe. 
When Keats, in his pathetic 
thirst, longed for a beaker of the 
warm South, 
"With beaded bubbles winking at 
the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth," 
he had absolute vision of his sub-
ject. The description is marvel-
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lously accurate, with the added 
wonder of inexpressible sugges-
tion. What color in that draught! 
What alluring bouquet! What ir-
idescence in those magic bubbles! 
Sometimes the phrases used in 
these happy moments of inspira-
tion are descriptive of things we 
all have imagined, but have never 
seen. D. G. Rosetti, in his superb-
ly beautiful Blessed Damozel, 
strikes into view, as with a cal-
cium flash, a vision of souls 
ascending to heaven. They are 
compared to "thin flames," and 
what other phrase could be used 
with such effect? Again, in the 
same poem, a perfectly human 
element is made to relieve an ex-
cess of extreme artificiality by the 
sudden statement that the home-
sick girl's bosom seemed to make 
"The bar she leaned on warm." 
Immediately the description is 
complete, and we feel the circuit 
of sympathy fill the current of 
absolute life, and glow with fer-
vor. I often quote from Emerson 
the verses: 
"Aloft in secret veins of air 
Blows the sweet breath of song." 
Who has not heard that breath 
wandering overhead on a drowsy 
summer day? It is not a strain for 
the physical ear-the realist never 
catches it-but it steals into the 
soul and masters it like music in 
a dream. Then there is a line 
dropped by Mr. Howells in his 
youthful days-it is a perfect pic-
ture of young maple leaves when 
they are upturned by a frisky 
spring-time wind. He sings of 
them as being 
"Blown silver in the breeze." 
James Russell Lowell's inquiry, 
"Oh, what is so rare as a day in 
June?" 
retains its fragrant suggestiveness 
despite the badly-rhymed college 
response: 
"Boarding-house beef called 'under-
done.'" 
To my mind the idea of genius 
has never been better expressed 
than by Coleridge's verses-
"He has fed on honey-dew, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise," 
from which we catch, by instan-
taneous understanding, the whole 
secret of the very miracle by 
which such substances as make 
poets' visions are assimilated and 
redistilled to ·the uttermost sub-
tlety of meaning. When old Chau-
cer says 
"Thann longen folk to gone on pil-
grimages," 
he fixes forever one of the most 
delicate, elusive and universal of 
human moods; it is the mood of 
balmy spring, when the far-away 
and the vague are calling us into 
the purple mists just over the 
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some process, conjures up an ex-
pression which literally means 
nothing, and yet bears in it, as a 
mirror might, the reflection of 
something strangely rich in mean-
ing. For example, Villon's verse: 
"Ou sont les neiges d'antan?" 
so perfectly translated by Ros-
setti: 
"Where are the snows of yester-year?" 
Baudelaire sings of the warm 
waves of the southern seas as 
"Infinite cradlings of fragrant idle-
ness." 
When Burns says to the birds, 
"Ye mind me o' departed joys, 
Departed never to return," 
his vision of human sadness 1s 
as direct and as immediate as 
Shakespeare's ever was at its high-
est dramatic reach. By what trick 
is it that Cowper needs to go no 
further than 
"Oh, for a lodge in some vast wilder-
ness!" 
to show us the wilderness itself 
and the identical lodge? His wish 
goes in upon our imagination and 
calls up the universal longing. 
We have seen the wilderness be-
fore; we have helped, long ago, 
to build that cabin. The poet has 
dipped his pen in our heart, and 
has written with the color of our 
dreams. Each has his special wil-
derness, his own ideal lodge. 
Swinburne, the most musical of 
the poets of the mauve decade, is 
a master of surprise. He passes 
from the supremely artificial to 
the simply natural with a sud-
denness and completeness that 
fairly captivate the imagination. 
Examine the two lines: 
"Where tides of grass break into 
foam of flowers, 
Or where the wind's feet shine 
along the sea." 
The upper verse is a type speci-
men of deliberately thought-out 
and finely-wrought conceit; the 
lower comes into the mind and 
the soul like an unexpected 
glimpse of a breezy ocean rolling 
its white-capped wave far and 
free. How different and how af-
fected in comparison appears the 
familiar description of the wave 
that 
"Caught a star in its embrace, 
And held it trembling there!" 
The true descriptive maximum 
seems to be an overflow-the ef-
fect of excessive momentum. The 
imagination overreaches the ex-
pected and touches some chord of 
truth supernally beautiful or sur-
prisingly suggestive, by a sort of 
accident due to a spur of energy 
spontaneous and utterly irresist-
ible. 
As between Shakespeare and 
the great British poets of the 
nineteenth century, there is the 
objectivity which distinguishes 
him from the later poets and 
from those of any other age in 
'--~~~----
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the description of natural objects. 
In Macbeth> Duncan, coming to 
the place of his doom,- sees it in 
all innocence: 
"This castle hath a pleasant seat; the 
air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends it-
self 
Unto our gentle senses." 
And Banquo replies: 
"This guest of summer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does 
approve, 
By his loved masonry, that the 
heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here; .. 
Where they most breed and haunt, 
I have observed 
The air is delicate." 
This registers nature objectively, 
paints a picture to suit the dra-
matic situation and that is all 
there is of it. In a recent contri-
bution to the Atlantic Monthly 
Laurence Housman draws a dis-
tinction between Shakespeare and 
Wordsworth in this respect. 
Wordsworth, he says, brings na-
ture to a finer use; in a single 
phrase you feel how much deeper 
a significance it has for him than 
it had for Shakespeare. 
"The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion," 
he says, and you are thrilled into 
sympathy 
Or again: 
"And hers shall be the breathing 
balm, 
And hers the silence and the calm 
Of mute insensate things. 
"The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her; and she shall lean her ear 
In many a secret place 
Where rivulets dance their wayward 
round. 
And beauty born of murmuring 
sound 
Shall pass into her face." 
Probably there are no poets 
who more frequently show the 
tou~h of inspiration than John 
Keats and Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
"Endymion" has them on every 
page and many examples could 
be quoted from "Cloud." Tenny-
son had these moments when 
writing "The Princess," and 
"Mort d' Arthur." But when 
Wordsworth is at his best we find 
in him, to use Housman's words, 
"the perfect blend of phrase and 
thought, dignified, simple, natur-
al, breathing the music of sym-
pathy between nature and man." 
As when he describes a beloved 
dead-
"A slumber did my spirit seal; 
I had no human fears: 
She seemed a thing that could not 
feel 
The touch. of earthly years. 
No motion has she now, no force; 
She neither hears nor sees: 
Rolled round in earth's diurnal 
course, 









THE TWIN SPIRES STAND 
& The spires of historic Co-
• logne cathedral stand un-
touched, while surrounding 
buildings have been reduced to 
rubble and ruin by heavy aeri-
al and artillery bombardment. 
When the American troops came 
within sight of the city the Signal 
Corps photographers gave us the 
first glimpse of the great church 
surrounded by the smoke of ex-
ploding shells. We have since seen 
close-ups of the facade and some 
taken with the camera pointed al-
most at right angles from the 
ground. Catholic soldiers view the 
preservation of the church as a 
miracle. Aside from the difficulty 
raised for that theory by the com-
plete obliteration of churches al-
most as great and certainly as 
fine in France and Italy, there 
are the examples of other his-
toric monuments that have been 
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preserved through the skill of 
the pin-point bombardiers and 
the incredible accuracy of gunfire 
even from a distance of ten or 
twelve miles. 
The two great spires have cer-
tainly caught the imagination of 
the cameramen and through them 
of millions of American newspa-
per readers. In a notable cable 
letter Mr. Louis P. Lochner de-
scribed the appearance of the 
cathedral in the midst of inde-
scribable destruction. A strange 
error crept into Mr. Lochner's 
dispatch. He refers to the dust 
of 700 years resting on the towers. 
As a matter of fact, the towers are 
not ancient, and are medieval 
only in design. The choir and 
two transepts were completed in 
the fourteenth century according 
to plans dating from about 1200 
A.D., but operations were at a 
standstill for centuries. The Ref-
'--~----
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ormation era put a stop to all 
building of monumental houses 
of worship built chiefly for the 
proper setting off of medieval pag-
eantry. The greater part of the 
church, the entire nave and both 
the present great towers were 
built between 1840 and 188o. 
They constitute a national monu-
ment, and even Emperor William 
I, who never made a secret of his 
Protestant convictions, was pres-
ent at the dedication, Oct. 15, 
188o. 
The view of the "dome" has 
always suffered through the close 
vicinity of solid blocks of stores 
and residences, most of them, if 
our memory serves us right, three 
to five stories in height. Yet there 
have been points in Cologne 
which afforded a view of at least 
one of the towers from the ground 
to its topmost point, a distance 
of 515 feet. This figure means 
nothing to the reader unless he 
has been at Cologne, has stood in 
a narrow street two blocks dis-
tant, and then was able, by cran-
ing his neck, to see the top of 
the spires practically overhead. 
No words can properly describe 
the sublimity of this view. You 
may keep in mind that the or-
dinary radio tower extends to a 
height of 300 feet. Add another 
200 and remember that the struc-
ture is of solid stone from the 
bottom to the top, the towers one 
great mass of tracery which ap-
pear lace-like to the observer at 
the distance of a few blocks. You 
stand in front of the church and 
view the portal which extends its 
arches over the entrance door. 
This portal has a width and 
height of one of our American 
churches seating 1500 people, and 
is covered with every imaginable 
kind of sculpture, all taken from 
the designs which had been pre-
served for 6oo years. The interior 
of the church impresses you with 
the unbelievable height of the 
arches meeting overhead from the 
long range of columns. Really 
fine glass the church has only in 
its ancient portion, and this was 
removed when the war began. 
The windows of the nave were, 
of course, nineteenth century 
manufacture and were by no 
means impressive. The dear-story 
windows gave the church much 
more of a glare than the medieval 
stained glass of other famous 
churches. 
Contrary to the statements 
made by the war correspondents, 
the cathedral of Cologne is not the 
greatest and finest in existence, 
though admittedly one of the 
greatest architectural monuments 
of Europe. The greatest master-
pieces of Gothic are the cathe-
drals of Northern France. It de-
pends upon the expert whom you 
consult, whether Notre Dame of 
---~~ -----~~-«~·-----' 
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Paris, Rouen Cathedral, St. Ouen, 
Amiens, Chartres, or Rheims will 
impress you as the finest cathedral 
in the Gothic style. And there 
are great abbey churches and 
cathedrals in England which 
crowd the products of Northern 
France as the highest achieve-
ments of the Gothic builder. In 
any case, Chartres, Amiens, and 
the Paris Cathedral are greater 
representatives of living Gothic 
at its best than the Cathedral of 
Cologne. Ruskin's preference was 
Amiens, Crams, Chartres. It is 
an interesting observation that 
the plan of the church in Cologne 
is not German at all but is defi-
nitely French, a copy from the 
design of Amiens with the addi-
tion of side naves. 
TWO CIVILIZATIONS MEET 
~ This was when American 
~ troops entered Trier and aft-
er the cleaning up process took a 
look around at the antiquities. 
On March 2 Trier, the oldest city 
of Germany, fell to Lt. Gen. Pat-
ton's 3rd Army. I filled much of 
this column with recollections of 
Trier two months ago and must 
not go over that ground again. 
If it is true that the cathedral 
and the Liebfrauenkirche were 
wrecked .by the preliminary bom-
bardment, it would be a pity. 
Both were fine churches and one 
contained within its walls actual-
ly and really the identical walls 
of a heathen temple erected more 
than 2,ooo years ago. I saw ~hem 
take off the mortar from a side 
wall and saw the thin Roman 
brick laid in their imperishable 
cement. Untouched by the con-
flict the Porta Nigra still stands, 
the black gate through which 
Caesar's legions once marched. 
When the resistance ended, it was 
found that many ancient Roman 
ruins were littered with fresh de-
bris, under which lie the bodies 
of the Volkssturm and the once 
proud Wehrmacht. 
Among these ancient ruins is 
the Trier Arena. I wonder how 
many of the doughboys who put-
tered around this ancient amphi-
theater realized that they were 
facing the worst of an ancient civ-
ilization, and a worst which is so 
bad that even the most inhuman 
chapters of the Second World 
War do not approach it in stark 
horror. I mean, of course, the glad-
iatorial games. These were prize 
fights of individuals, of . teams, 
and sometimes of massed soldiery 
and captives, always to the death. 
It meant, finally, viewing scores 
of human beings burned to death 
while wrapped in asphalt and oil, 
to serve as torches for the specta-
cle. It meant hundreds at a time, 
and in the aggregate many thou-
'-----------------------------
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sands, of inoffensive Christians 
slaughtered by wild beasts. At 
Trier you could see the cages un-
derneath the tiers of seats in 
which the wild boars and bears 
and lions had been kept. Remem-
ber that this was a thousand miles 
from Rome, on the outskirts of 
"civilization." You will find the 
same arenas 400 miles south of 
the Mediterranean, in Roman set-
tlements now covered by the 
sands of the Sahara Desert. You 
find them all over Asia. Minor 
and Persia, in all the lands of 
the great Roman Empire, the rul-
ers as well as their people being 
so hungry for the sight of these 
killings that theaters for the glad-
iatorial games were as common 
as athletic arenas in our country. 
This was not murder for the sake 
of glutting personal or national 
hatreds, but the most violent de-
struction of human lives, the most 
cruel exhibitions of dismember-
ment and slaughter, merely for 
the sake of enjoying the experi-
ence of such sights. It took Chris-
tianity 400 years to preach this 
worse than animal cruelty out of 
the hearts of the Roman world. 
~ 
"THE GRANDEUR THAT 
WAS ROME" 
AL If you would know what 
(ij kind of civilization it was 
that gave us the great Roman 
literature, its philosophy, its archi-
tecture, and if you would under-
stand how much nobler our Chris-
tian civilization is even in the 
most remote cottage of the Blue 
Ridge, you should read one or 
two books and see a picture I 
have recently seen. The picture is 
"The Sign of the Cross." Then 
there is Sienkiewicz' Quo Vadis 
(never mind Wallace's Ben Hur; 
the author did not have the first 
inkling of what life in ancient 
Rome was like) . Best of all, read 
in Mark Twain's Innocents 
Abroad the description of a gladi-
atorial contest. Through quite a 
section of his chapter on Rome, 
Mark Twain assumes the place 
of a newspaper correspondent 
who in the style of a modern 
American reporter describes the 
doings in the Coliseum. When 
you first read it you will think it 
is a clever burlesque. Read it 
again and you will recognize one 
of the most amazing achievements 
of literary art, the projection of 
an observer from the Christian 
into the Roman culture, record-
ing in the experiences of Roman 
spectators the feelings which a 
Christian would have if he had 
to view the gladiatorial contests 
today. The fact that Mark Twain 
himself was hardly a Christian, 
though a by-product of a Chris-
tian civilization, makes the 
achievement no less notable. 
_ I 
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ORIENTAL INTERLUDE 
~ Mr. Roosevelt wanted to see 
~ the King of Arabia to dis-
cuss matters of mutual interest. 
He sent a warship down the Red 
Sea to bring King Ibn Saud to an 
American cruiser anchored in the 
Suez Canal off the Egyptian coast. 
When the American party arrived 
at an Arabian port to receive the 
King, they were amazed to see a 
herd of about roo fine sheep plod-
ding along behind the King and 
his colorful entourage. ·vvith some 
difficulty the Arabs became per-
suaded that the ship's crew had 
plenty of food aboard. Neverthe-
less, the Arabs led eight fat sheep 
up the gangway and tethered 
them to stanchions on the fan-
rail of the ship. 
In the party of forty-eight 
Arabs were the king and his two 
sons, his brother and his personal 
staff. Their names and descrip-
tive titles read like a glimpse 
from the Arabian Nights. There 
was in the party surrounding the 
King of Arabia: 
Sirag Drahran, the royal food 
taster. Abdullah A. Hadrami, the 
royal purse bearer. Abdullah Ibn 
Abdul Wahid, the chief server of 
ceremonial coffee. Abdul Rahman 
Ibn Abdul Wanid, the second 
ceremonial coffee server, and Ma-
jid Ibn Khathaila, the royal as-
trologer and fortune teller. 
We are told that during the 
visit of the King, our sailors and 
marines sat spellbound as they 
watched the King's servants 
slaughter the sheep and prepare 
them for the table. A correspond-
ent remarks that "the Orient 
doesn't change," and that no 
doubt these sheep were being 
bred, slaughtered, and prepared 
"as in the days of Mohammed the 
Prophet himself." He might have 
said a little more and extended 
the comparison to the days of 
Abraham, and he would not have 
been guilty of the least exaggera-
tion. The Orient doesn't change. 
The garments which you noticed 
in the news reels recording the 
visit were the same type of dress 
worn in the days of the patri-
archs. The Arabic which was 
heard on board ship is but a cou-
sin of Biblical Hebrew, once or 
twice removed. And without ques-
tion, they ate as did the ancient 
Hebrews and their Edomite-Arab 
cousins. 
And they ate very well, no 
question about that. The thought 
may be a particularly poignant 
one in these days of meat short-
age, but, believe me, there is no 
meat like that of freshly slaugh-
tered sheep or beef. 
Years ago we used to spend our 
summers in the Ozarks, in a cot-
tage on the Big Piney River. Con-
ditions were primitive and our 
food was obtained by foraging 
'~------~------
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around the countryside on horse-
back or by canoe. There was no 
fresh meat except the fish from 
the river, and it was a most .wel-
come chang~ of diet when a na-
tive would drive down the hollow 
in his "hack" and in the wagon-
box would have a few quarters of 
beef, lamb, or mutton. This meat 
had not yet had time to cool. It 
was sold to us early in the after-
noon and was eaten at supper-
time. There is no meat in all the 
refrigerators of the best hotels 
and restaurants to compare with 
this. Not the chef of the Jefferson, 
or of the Palmer House, or of the 
Hotel Cleveland, or the Hotel As-
tor in New York, or the Nether-
land Plaza in Cincinnati has ever 
served a steak such as we feasted 
upon on the Big Piney or as Presi-
dent Roosevelt tasted if he had 
the good sense to accept a cut 
from Ibn Saud's Arabian mutton, 
fresh! y slaughtered. 
Thought Toward April 
April shall mean only this .. . . 
The remembering again how you always went 
With your face lifted to the rain's soft kiss, 
And your slim arms bent 
To cradle a sheaf of lilacs .. . . the perfume 
Of them spilling everywhere 
When you came laughing into the room, 
Rain shining in your hair. 
April shall have no lovely meaning more 
Of music and another flowering. 
There is only a stillness at its core, 
And the shadows towering. 
-HELEN MYRTIS LANGE 
--------~-------------' 
AND MUSIC MAKER S 
Music and Cities 
(CONCLUDED) 
B Y W A L T E R A. HAN S EN 
f\Let's return for a few mo-
ll ments to Mozart's Paris Sym-
phony. It was written in 1778, 
when the great composer and his 
mother visited the French capital. 
In order to catch the fancy of 
the Parisians, Mozart began the 
symphony with what is known as 
a coup d'archet (stroke of the 
bow) . He wondered how the com-
position would be received. In a 
letter to his father he said: 
The few intelligent Frenchmen are 
sure to like it, and the idiots-well, 
it is not a great misfortune if it 
doesn't please them; however, I am 
hoping that the asses will find some-
thing in it to like, for I have not 
forgotten the premier coup d'archet, 
which is their criterion. The brutes 
make such a fuss about it, and what 
the deuce is it? 
Eric Coates, a British compos-
er, wrote a London Suite contain-
ing the following three parts: 
"Covent Garden" (a tarantelle), 
'~--
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"Westminster" (a meditation), 
and "Knightsbridge (a march) . 
His London Again has a march 
entitled "Oxford Street," an elegy 
called "Langham Place," and a 
waltz named "Mayfair." The mu-
sic is pleasing; but it won't set any 
city or any person on fire. 
Jacques Ibert's Escales (Ports of 
Call) was inspired by a cruise in 
the Mediterranean. "Rome-Paler-
mo" presents a beautiful Italian 
melody which the composer heard 
in the course of his voyage; in 
"Tunis-Nefta" the oboe sings a 
tune which is unmistakably orien-
tal in character; and "Valencia," 
glowing with orchestral pyrotech-
nics, is based on a delightful His-
pano-Moorish theme. Some critics 
say that Ibert imitates Debussy; 
others think that he walks in the 
footsteps of Ravel; still others be-
lieve that his music smacks in 
part of both men and to some ex-
32 The CRESSET 
tent of Cesar Franck. It's futile 
to argue the question. Why not 
listen to !bert as !bert without 
trying to discover drops, chunks, 
or slices of Debussy, Ravel, and 
Franck in his writings? !bert's 
works are worthy of careful at-
tention. You, he, and I won' t suf-
fer any harm at all if influence-
conscious commentators compare 
"Valencia" with parts of Debus-
sy's Iberia. Escales isn't a great 
work; but do we want to listen to 
great works all the time? 
Occasionally it's good for the 
mind and for the digestion to eat 
sugary snacks like Ethelbert Nev-
in's suite called A Day in Venice 
('Dawn," "Gondoliers," "Love 
Song," and "Good Night"). 
The gondolas and the gondo-
liers of Venice, by the way, have 
given rise to dozens of composi-
tions. Think, for example, of 
Liszt's brilliant and enticingly 
tuneful Venezia e Napoli (or the 
piano. It contains a "Gondoliera" 
and a "Tarantella." 
Since we're hopping from city 
to city without the aid of a sched-
ule, let's jump over to the Brit-
ish metropolis once more and 
feast our ears on Sir Edward El-
gar's Cockaigne Overture. The 
word "Cockaigne" you know, re-
fers to cockneydom. In the adroit-
ly scored overture Sir Edward un-
dertakes to give suggestions of 
cockney London. 
lt's fascinating to compare 
!bert's Escales with Camille Saint· 
Saens's Suite Algerienne ("View 
of Algiers," "Moorish Rhapsody," 
"An Evening Dream at Blidah," 
and "Military March") . There's 
a world of difference in the styles 
of the two Frenchmen. 
La Procesi6n del RocioJ by the 
Spanish composer Joachim Tur-
ina, has the following program: 
Every year, in June, the Procesi6n 
del Rocio (procession of the dew) , 
in which the greatest families of the 
town (Seville) take part in their 
carriages, enters Triana in honor of 
the Virgin. Her standard is in the 
midst of a brilliant cavalcade. Tri-
ana is in festival attire. Soleares (a 
round, outdoor dance of the after-
noon) follow seguidillas; a drunken 
reveler sings a street song; the tunes 
of the dance are int errupted by the 
arrival of the procession, announced 
by a flute-player and a drummer. 
The sacred chant is heard several 
times; it then comes to a triumphant 
climax, with the sounding of the 
Royal March and bells chiming in 
full swing. The dances and the gay 
songs are then resumed; but their 
jubilant din grows less and a t last 
dies away. 
Don' t overlook the graphic mu-
sic which Isaac Albeniz composed 
about Spanish cities. T hink of 
such works as "Fete Day in Se-
ville" and "Cordoba." 
It's fun to listen to Abram Cha-
sins' "Flirtation in a Chinese Gar-
den" and "Rush Hour in Hong 
~---~--~' 
The Cologne Cathedral 
"Surswn corrla" in slonr. nestoralion must be ,.!'vere111 
rmd vjJe11 handed. 
T
HIS great shrine of Chri~tendom. w much in )esterday"~ 
news was begun \'Cry humbly in this place in the days 
before Constantine. In 870 the second cathedral was dedicated 
by .\rchbishop \Villibert even though mo>t of its construction 
h;1d been under the guidance of the first metropolitan of Co-
logne. Hildebold. By 881 the Normans had destroyed both the 
town and the cathedral. Sometime after the great fire of 1 150 . 
. \rchbishop Rainald of Dassel re>torcd the Cathedral in the 
Romanesquc style. ln J 164. Frederic Barbarossa gave the bone~ 
of the Three Holy Kings to the cathedral. On the 15th of 
.\ugmt. 1248, .\rchbi~hop Konrad of Hochstaclcn laid the 
cornerstone of the gigantic cathedral. King Henry III of 
England and many popes aided in the building by great 
offe1 ings. From those days on until the nineteenth century 
the crane on the unfini'>hcd south lower remained the land-
mark of Cologne. 
On the 15th of October 111 dlHo. 1he Cathedra l was dedicat-
ed. iVIore than so million mark_s were paid out over the 6oo 
years comtruction period. 
The cathedral is .JSO feet long; 204 feet wide; 204 feet high; 
its turrets are 385 feet above the street and its towers rise to 
the height of 533 feet above the pavement. It can hold about 
25,ooo people. 
The following pages give wme good reasons why war should 
be forever outlawed because it ruins such glories and does 
nothing to build up for ;mother day . 





The Choir of the Cathedral 
I 
The Interior of the Cathedral from West to East 
__ I 
The High Altar with the Screen of St. Clare 
The Former Mausoleum of the Magi 
I 
The Altar of the Cross 
The Shrine of the Three Holy Kings 
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Kong," from Three Chinese 
Pieces. 
If you have a hankering to 
hear a much longer work dealing 
with the sights and sounds of 
China, I recommend the Concer--
to in G, upon Chinese Themes 
and Rhythms) for Piano and Or-
chestra) a provocative composi-
tion written in Shanghai in 1935 
by Aaron Avshalomoff. Naturally, 
authentic Chinese music doesn't 
fit to a nicety into occidental pat-
terns. As a result, Mr. Avshalo-
moff's concerto has much in com-
mon with a crazy quilt. But 
wouldn't it be a terrible tragedy 
if, for one reason or another, all 
crazy quilts should disappear 
from the world? 
If it's true that a classic is a 
work possessing permanent value, 
I make bold to dub W. C. Han-
dy's "St. Louis Blues" a classic. 
Many of my friends will be in-
clined to claw me unmercifully 
for what they, in all likelihood, 
would speak of as atrocious taste 
on my part; but let them claw. 
The "St. Louis Blues" has sub-
mitted to no small amount of 
vicious clawing since it came into 
exi(stence. It's still hale and 
hearty. Both the hide and the in-
sides of the "St. Louis Blues" are 
evidently impervious to the sharp 
claws of the purists. I can do with-
out Handy's "Memphis Blues"; 
but I'm ever so fond of the "St. 
Louis Blues." Claw away, my 
friends! 
What about George Gershwin's 
An American in Paris? Well, you 
couldn't force me to shed a single 
tear if, by some fortunate chance, 
An American in Paris) along with 
the Concerto in F, should sink 
lock, stock, and barrel into the 
bowels of the earth and remain 
swallowed up forever. Deep-seat-
ed admiration of George's ability 
impels me to hope against hope 
that the world will not judge him 
on the basis of An American in 
Paris or the Concerto in F. The 
Rhapsody in Blue contains far 
more genuine substance. To my 
thinking, it's a classic. 
Rome has played a prominent 
role in music. Listen to Hector 
Berlioz' Roman Camival Over-
tu1·e) with its wild and brilliant 
saltarello. The first and fourth 
movements of Mendelssohn's Ital-
ian Symphony were written in 
Rome. Have you ever compared 
the saltarello contained in Ber-
lioz' Roman Camival Overture 
with the saltarello which makes 
up the warp and the woof of the 
Finale of the Italian Symphony? 
Ottorino Respighi's The Pines 
of Rome is being neglected more 
and more by conductors. I won-
der why. The same statement 
must be made about Respighi'~ 
The Fountains of Rome. 
'-~~~~--
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Tchaikovsky· wrote a Souvenir 
of Florence for two violins, two 
violas, 'cello, and double bass. 
Who plays it today? 
If it's proper for us to give 
thought to villages while we're 
discussing music and cities, I 
could mention "In the Village," 
from Ippollitoff-Ivanoff's Cauca-
sian Sketches. The composition 
suggests a street scene in a village 
in Georgia. It's engrossingly and 
exotically oriental in character. 
Werner Janssen's New Year's 
Eve in New York has to do with 
the rhythms and the revelry of 
Broadway and Times Square. 
Burrill Phillips' Courthouse 
Square deals vividly with life in a 
small town. 
Henri Wieniawski's Souvenir 
de Moscow is a sturdy and well-
groomed old war horse for those 
who know the ins and outs of vio-
lin-playing. 
Oley Speaks' setting of Rud-
yard Kipling's On the Road to 
Mandalay seems to have nine 
lives-if not more. 
It would bt:; unpardonable to 
omit from this somewhat sketchy 
discussion the masterfully devised 
song, "In the Town of Kazan," 
which occurs in the second act of 
Modest Moussorgsky's Boris Go-
dounoff, just as it would be a 
tragic oversight if, for any rea-
son whatever, I should fail to 
mention "The Great Gate of 
Kiev" in Moussorgsky's Pictures 
at an Exhibition. 
It's easy to understand why 
many big and little composers 
have derived inspiration from 
ot1es. Would Schubert, for ex-
ample, have been the same Schu-
bert if he had lived in Florence, 
let's say, instead of in Vienna? 
Would Beethoven's Pastoral Sym-
phony have been the same Pas-
toral Symphony if it had come in-
to being in a city in the northern 
part of Germany? Would the four 
symphonies bequeathed to us by 
Brahms have been identical in 
quality, in character, and in work-
manship with what they are if 
they had been composed in Lon-
don? Would the works which 
Bach indited while he was living 
in Leipzig have been inferior in 
worth if their creator had written 
them in another city and m a 
different atmosphere? 
Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue 
couldn't, by any stretch of the 
imagination, have been the same 
composition-even if it had re-
ceived the same title-if its com-
poser had been a citizen of Ber-
lin, and Schumann's Spring Sym-
phony couldn't have the quality 
it actually does have if its creator 
had been a Frenchman. 
Climate and atmosphere, I be-
lieve, have just as much to do 
with the quality of music as they 
have to do with the quality of 
---~~' 
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literature and the other arts. 
Homer's masterful account of the 
sulking Achilles, for example, is 
based to a large extent on the cli-
mate in which Homer lived and 
on the climate in which the leg-
endary Achilles lived. In like 
manner, Virgil's Aeneid must 
bow to the climate in which its 
distinguished author lived. 
Let's take for granted that Jean 
Sibelius became a citizen of the 
United States many years ago and 
established a permanent residence 
in New York City, and let's as-
sume, for the sake of argument, 
that he composed seven sym-
phonies while living in our coun-
try. It's entirely safe to say that 
those seven symphonies from his 
pen would have caused the world 
at large to sit up and take no-
tice; but it's equally safe to say 
also that they wouldn't, and 
couldn't, be the same seven sym-
phonies we have today. Why? I 
don't know. I'm merely recording 
what I look upon as an incontro-
vertible fact. Undoubtedly Sibeli-
us would have br.eathed much of 
his native Finland into his works 
even if he had become a citizen 
of our larid long ago; but it's 
equally true that those works 
would have absorbed-involunta-
rily and without fail-something 
of the atmosphere of his adopted 
country. 
Could you associate "Old Zip 
Coon" or "Turkey in the Straw" 
or "The Arkansaw Traveler" 
with Germany? Could you rhyme 
"Blues in the Night" with the 
Prater in Vienna? 
Puddles 
The slender threads of lazy rain 
Unwind beyond my window pane, 
Where puppet puddles under eaves 
Perform to applause of maple leaves. 
He called the thought a crazy thing 
And laughed to forget remembering, 
But sons are subtle and I knew then 
His letters would mention puddles again. 
-LAWRENCE J. SMITH 
''--~~~~-------
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Scarred Memories 
BLACK BOY. A Record of Child-
hood and Youth. By Richard 
Wright. Harper & Brothers, New 
York. 1945. 228 pages. $2.50. 
B LACK Bov, the Book-of-the-Month selection for March, is, for the 
most part, an autobiographical ac-
count of the childhood and youth of 
Richard Wright, one of. America's 
outstanding writers. It is also a bit 
of Americana which should cause 
every true American to feel heartily 
ashamed. The narrative is not the 
story of a typical American child, for 
its author is a Negro; nor is it the 
story of the typical American Negro 
child, for its author was an unusual-
ly intelligent and sensitive child. But 
in the life of this one black boy 
there is enough of the common ex-
perience of the Southern Negro to 
make the reader realize that race 
prejudice is as rampant, dangerous, 
and evil in this country as anti-
Semitism is in Germany. 
As soon as Richard Wright learned 
that he was black, he realized that 
his very life depended upon his as-
44 
suming an air of inferiority and an 
expression of beaming, lackadaisi-
cal, vacuous good humor. When his 
first employer asked him if he was 
in the habit of stealing, he did ex-
actly what you or I might do. He 
laughed and mumbled some pleas-
antry about not admitting it if he 
did. A good clout on the head and 
kick in the back soon taught him 
that pleasantries are neither expect-
ed nor accepted from a "nigger." 
Although the economic wretched-
ness of the Southern Negro is ap-
palling, Mr. Wright's main argument 
is not directed so strongly against 
that condition as it is against the in-
humanity of the treatment that the 
Negroes receive from the whites and 
the dog-like acceptance of this treat-
ment by the Negroes. His record 
of childhood and y6uth is a recount-
ing of his battles with both groups. 
As a child, Richard lived in a 
loveless home. His father deserted 
the family early, and his grand-
mother, with whom he, his mother, 
and younger brother made their 
home, was a religious fanatic of the 





April 1945 45 
uncles treated Richard ·with alternate 
scorn and brutality; and his mother, 
a hopeless paralytic, meant little 
more to Richard than a symbol of 
suffering and pain. 
Mr. Wright makes no attempt to 
present young Richard as a cute 
little pickaninny. Richard was very 
definitely a problem child; for he set 
fire to his house at four and be-
came a drunkard at six. And yet, in 
spite of so sordid a background, 
there was in him something inde-
structible; a desire for knowledge, a 
deep love of nature, a joy in soli-
tude, and an awareness of physical 
sensatiom. "There was the drench-
ing hospitality in the pervading 
smell of sweet magnolias. . . . There 
was the drugged, sleepy feeling that 
came from sipping glasses of milk. 
. . . There was the dry hot sum-
mer morning when I scratched my 
bare arms on briers while picking 
blackberries and came home with 
my fingers and lips stained with sweet 
berry juice." 
Because Richard believed in some 
sort of justice and fair play, his 
guiding ambition throughout his 
high-school career was to earn 
enough money to go North. He tells 
of his various jobs and employers, 
all white, with a bitterness that is 
easily understandable. Had Richard 
been willing to play the fool or be-
come a genial slave, life might have 
been pleasant enough. But Richard 
wanted to be free, and for him life 
was a grim and serious business. 
Drawing a book from the public li-
brary was an involved, secretive, and 
dangerous procedure. White bosses 
do not like black boys who read. 
and they hate black boys who think . 
Richard, therefore, became very 
adept in concealing not only his 
thoughts but the fact that he was 
thinking at all. Tragically enough, 
he received little encouragement 
from the members of his own race. 
He says, 
I began to marvel at how smoothly 
the black boys acted out the roles that 
the white race had mapped out for 
them. Most of them were not conscious 
of living a special, separate, stunted way 
of life. Yet I know that in some period 
of their growing up-a period that they 
had no doubt forgotten-there had been 
developed in them a delicate, sensitive 
controlling mechanism that shut off 
their minds and emotions from all that 
the white race had said was taboo. Al-
though they lived in an America where 
in theory there existed equality of op-
portunity, they knew unerringly what 
m aspire to and what not to aspire to. 
Had a black boy announced that he 
aspired to be a writer, he would have 
been unhesitatingly called crazy by his 
pals. Or had a black boy spoken of 
yearning to get a seat on the New York 
Stock Exchange, his friends-in the boy's 
own interest-would have reported his 
odd ambition to the white boss. 
At the close of the book, Richard 
sets out for the North, the land of 
his dreams. 
With ever watchful eyes and bearing 
scars, visible and invisible, I headed 
North, full of a hazy notion that life 
could be lived with dignity, that the 
personalities of others should not be 
violated, that men should be able to 
confront other men without fear or 
sh:~me, and that if men were lucky in 
their living on earth they might win 
some redeeming meaning for their 
having struggled and suffered here be-
ned th the stars. 
46 The CRESSET 
The reader will not find Mr. 
Wright's book pleasant to read, but 
he should not expect prettiness from 
a gifted author whose memories are 
crowded with recollections of hun-
ger, disease, poverty, and brutality. 
PAITERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Introspection 
THE JOURNAL OF MARY HER-
VEY RUSSELL. By Storm Jame-
son. The Macmillan Company, 
New York. 1945. 243 pages. $2.50. 
B ENEATH its transparently fictional mask The Journal of Mary Her-
vey Russell is actually the engross-
ing and revealing autobiographical 
journal of one of England's foremost 
literary figures. Storm Jameson, crit-
ic, novelist, and, since 1938, the pres-
ident of the English branch of 
P.E.N., heard the rising winds of 
dissension long before the clouds of 
war had darkened the skies over Eu-
rope. She saw at first hand the gradu-
al rise of Naziism in Germany, the 
increasing political and moral retro-
gression of France, and England's 
stubborn and futile battle for "peace 
in our time." Miss Jameson was in 
Prague on that fateful September 
day in 1938 when the despairing 
Czechoslovak writers addressed this 
tragic appeal 
To the conscience of the world! On 
this day when, by the decision of four 
statesmen, our country has been aban-
doned and delivered to injustice, with 
its hands bound, we remember you. 
declarations of friendship, in the sinceri-
ty of which we believe. . . .Sacrificed, 
but not conquered, we charge you, who 
for the present have escaped our lot, 
to persevere in the common struggle of 
mankind. 
Miss Jameson lost a brother in 
World War I. For a long time she 
herself was an ardent pacifist. Not 
long before war came, however, she 
wrote: 
Pacifism is easy when you keep your 
gaze steadily on war, on the Ape's work. 
Shift your gaze a little to one side, to 
Dachau and the schools where children's 
tender skulls are hardened to deny gent-
leness and freedom, place them in the 
England you know-and it is no longer 
easy, or even possible, to remain a paci-
fist .... When the moment to choose 
comes, between submission to the evil 
of the war and the evil of Dachau, I 
shall choose, blindly, the first. 
Having chosen war rather than 
submission, the English people met 
the terrible weight of the Nazi on-
slaught with magnificent courage. 
The Journal of Mary Hervey Rus-
sell records the typically English 
manner in which one typical English 
woman met the demands of total 
war. Miss Jameson's young son is a 
flier in the R.A.F. The death of her 
young sister during an air raid 
brought the full meaning of war in-
to her own family circle. In her 
despair she wrote: 
Now I know that what we say of the 
)<JUng dead, They shall not grow old, 
says only that the agony of their solitary 
going remains unchanged by time. . . . 
And think that so many young are being 
hurried out of li fe before they have 
grown used to it, and this pain, this 
glacier, is covering Europe with its cold 
-where we have to live. 
There is hope in Miss Jameson's 
book-hope, pride, courage, and the 
I 
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deep-seated conviction that "men, be-
ing all of them human and being 
all of them the children of God, 
ought to respect each other." 
The journal of Mary Hervey Rus-
sell presents a mature, sensitive, in-
telligent, and candid study of the 
material problems, the inner con-
flicts, and the deep soul-searchings 
which are an inevitable outgrowth of 
a world at war. 
A Dud 
THE TROUBLED MIDNIGHT. 
By John Gunther. Harper &: 
Brothers, New York. 1945. 298 
pages. $2.50. 
JOHN GuNTHER may learn to be an able novelist as times goes by; bu"t 
The Troubled Midnight presents lit-
tle more than a mere wisp of prom-
ise. One wonders why the author of 
Inside Europe, Inside Asia, and In-
side Latin America decided to write 
a novel rather than a work of an-
other type about the intensely fas-
cinating subject matter he had at his 
disposal. There were, of course, two 
reasons why he could be sure that 
any kind of book from his pen 
would arouse attention. In the first 
place, he realized that the whole 
world was deeply interested in what 
was going on in Istanbul in the 
spring of 1944; in the second place, 
Mr. Gunther knew full well that his 
own enviable reputation as a journal-
ist would be sufficient to guarantee 
him an unusually large number of 
readers. Perhaps it is his intention 
to specialize from now on in the 
writing of novels. If he has such a 
purpose in mind, he will need far 
more skill than he has revealed in 
The Troubled Midnight. 
Mr. Gunther saw at first hand-
and, incidentally, with the eyes of a 
well-trained reporter-that · Istanbul 
was a hotbed of intrigue, bickering, 
and spying. Agents of Germany were 
working furtively, openly, feverishly, 
cleverly, and crudely to counteract 
the machinations of their enemies; 
agents of the foes of Germany were 
laboring with equal skill, with equal 
clumsiness, and with equal zeal to 
thwart the designs of the would-be 
Herrenvolk. Those who played the 
game of intrigue ancf counter-in-
trigue resorted to varied means to 
accomplish their purposes; they 
made use of persons of varied types 
to gain their ends. Had Mr. Gunther 
written an extensive report about 
those exciting happenings in Istan-
bul and about the men and women 
who were involved, the result would 
have been a work infinitely more in-
teresting than the poor novel which 
bears the name The Troubled ¥id-
night. Naturally, both the wartime 
censorship and the ethics of journal-
ism would have kept him from dis-
closing facts which could have given 
aid and comfort to the enemy; but 
Mr. Gunther would have been in 
his element. 
The Troubled Midnight is a "curi-
ous hodgepodge of history, fiction, 
and crude realism. When reading it 
one picks up many a bit of informa-
tion as to what life was like in Istan-
bul in the spring of 1944; but ever}"" 
thing is woven into a story so insig-
nificant and so amateurishly devised 
that the book reminds one of the 
frog who tried desperately to make 
'~------~--~~----
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himself as large as an ox. The Trou-
bled Midnight is a dud from stem to 
stern. 
Vivid Biography 
THE YOUNG ]EFFERSON. 1743-
1789. B y Claude G_ Bowers. 
Houghton Mifflin Company. Bos-
ton_ 1945. 523 pages. $3·75· 
T HE YouNG JEFFERSON, together with jefferson and Hamilton and 
jefferson in Power, completes a 
three-volume biography of -one of 
America's foremost presidents. 
In his jefferson and Hamilton 
Bowers portrayed J efferson in his 
struggle "to place the indelible im-
print of democracy on American in-
stitutions"; in jefferson in Power the 
author followed the great liberal's 
efforts to consolidate and perpetuate 
the gains made in the Revolutionary 
War and its concomitant political 
upheaval. In The Young jefferson 
Bowers successfully shows that by 
1789 Jefferson's contributions to Vir-
ginia and to the Union were eclipsed 
only by those of Washington . Bowers 
closes his preface by saying: 
Had Jefferson died before Washing-
ton 's inauguration he would still be one 
of America's few immortals. 
The book portrays Jefferson's ac-
tivities from the time of his youth in 
Virginia to the time he was recalled 
from Paris to head the first cabinet. 
The writing of the Declaration of In-
dependence, Jefferson's work in re-
moving feudal privilege and dises-
tablishing the church in Virginia, his 
private life at Monticello, his repeat-
ed attempts to curb the slave trade, 
the drafting of the Northwest Ordi-
nance, and his service in Paris dur-
ing the last days of the Old Regime 
are all vividly chronicled by Am-
bassador Bowers. 
The biography h as some defects. 
While the author devotes an entire 
chapter to Jefferson's "ba ttle for re-
ligious freedom," he is singularly si-
lent regarding Jefferson 's personal 
relationship with his God. Surely 
an exhaustive treatment of Jeffer-
son 's formative years should discuss 
the origin of his Deism. 
Again, we believe that Bowers is 
not fair to the Penn family when he 
says: 
The Penn family ... made themselves 
immune from taxation on their millions · 
of rich acres; their treatment of the In -
dians was atrocious; and the white set-
tlers, who fell victims to the red man's 
natural resentment in consequence, were 
left with scant protection. Settlers in the 
colony were given no consideration by 
the Government dominated from Eng-
land by the Penns, who were primarily 
concerned with profits for the family, 
frowned on any expenditures for the 
benefit of the public, since that reduced 
the golden flow of cash into the family 
money chest. 
Tappert's study of conditions in 
Pennsylvania at the time of th.e Rev-
olution does not corroborate this 
harsh indictment of the Penn family. 
Furthermore, while the biography 
is fairly well documen ted, Mr. Bow-
ers occasionally makes statements 
which lack the necessary substantiat-
ing foo tnotes. For instance, he of-
fers no documentary support for the 
claim that Jefferson 's mentor, George 
Wythe, "was one of the two or three 
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rick Henry spoke of Caesar having 
his Brutus. 
Finally, the semi-transparent char-
acter of the poor grade of paper 
used makes for difficult reading. 
The book is interestingly written; 
it is worthy to become a part of the 
author's great trilogy on Jefferson. 
If you enjoy reading biography and 
are interested in the genesis of the 
constant struggle to enlarge the dem-
ocratic concept, read this book. 
Master of Satire 
THE THURBER CARNIVAL. By 
James Thurber. Harper & Broth-
ers, New York. 1945. 369 pages. 
$2.75· 
T HE THURBER CARNIVAL, a Book-of-the-Month-Club selection for 
February, is made up of items from 
many of Thurber's works, although 
it includes enough new material to 
give the reader fresh delight. The 
old famili ar cartoons of men, women, 
and dogs are reprinted, and the read-
er will feel as if he is seeing a long 
lost fri end when he again beholds 
the spritely figure of feigned inno-
cence bursting in upon a cocktail 
party chanting the while, "I come 
from haunts of coot and hern." An-
other welcome favorite is the dr;J.W· 
ing of the duelists. The loser's decap-
itated head still wears the look of 
mild astonishment caused by the fact 
that his opponent is saying with elab-
orate punctiliousness, "Touche!" 
But the favorite cartoons are too nu-
merous to list, and, in any case, a 
Thurber drawing should be looked 
at, not talked about. 
Besides selections from Men, Wo-
men, and Dogs, the Carnival in-
cludes The War Between Men and 
Women and The Bloodhound and 
the Bug in their entirety. There are 
also drawings from The Seal in the 
Bedroom, drawings and texts from 
"The Pet Department" of the The 
Owl in the Attic, and a group of 
Fables from Our Times and Famous 
Poems Illustrated. Mr. Thurber's 
short stories and familiar essays are 
represented by selections from My 
World and Welcome to It, Let Your 
Mind Alone, The Middle-Aged Man 
on the Flying Trapeze, and My Life 
and Hard Times. 
As an essayist, Mr. Thurber is un-
deniably funny. His recollections of 
his early home life are extremely 
amusing, for he pictures his family 
as the most amiable collection of 
zanies in Columbus, Ohio, or any-
where else. "The Night the Bed 
Fell" is the straightforward presen-
tation of a series of calamities which 
would have thrown any but the 
Thurber family into utter and help-
less copfusion. "Draft Board Nights," 
although doubtless embroidered and 
ornamented by fancy, should amuse 
the draftee of today as much as it 
arouses nostalgia in the aging heroes 
of yesteryear. 
Mr. Thurber's short stories, how-
ever, are extremely bitter. "The Se-
cret Life of Walter Mitty" paints a 
truly sad picture of the henpecked 
husband who flees for refuge into 
the inner recesses of his mind. "The 
Catbird Seat," "The Cane in the 
Corridor," and "A Couple of Ham-
burgers," stories of human cunning 
and pettiness, are almost too bitter 
for light reading. 
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Although Mr. Thurber is admit-
tedly one of America's outstanding 
humorists, both his drawings and his 
stories cause one to sigh more often 
than to smile. Why we should be 
amused at the picture of a frightened 
little man trudging wearily into a 
house which in his tired mind is sym-
bolic of a greedy and tyrannical wo-
man, is hard to understand. Cer-
tainly Mr. Thurber catches his peo-
ple in their most ridiculous mo-
ments, whether they be moments of 
mock virtue, priggish pomposity, or 
frank desire. "You're not my pa-
tient," breathes the leering doctor, 
"you're my meat, Mrs. Quist." Per-
haps we smile at Thurber's crea-
tures because we feel a certain relief 
at finding that our own secret and 
carefully hidden faults and frailties 
are fairly universal after all. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Man of Destiny 
CHIANG KAI-SHEK. By H. H. 
Chang. Doubleday, Doran and 
Co., New York. 1944. 357 pages. 
$3-50. 
T HIS biography was written for the purpose of acquainting the Amer-
ican people with China and China's 
outstanding leader. H. H. Chang 
conceived the idea that such a vol-
ume was necessary when he was in 
America a few months before Pearl 
Harbor and perceived the inaccurate 
information on Chiang and his peo-
ple available to the American public. 
Entirely qualified to produce such 
a book, Chang has an established rep-
utation as a scholar, a newspaper 
editor, a diplomat. More pertinently, 
he is a personal friend of the Gen-
eralissimo and Mme. Chiang Kai-
shek. 
The book is divided into three 
sections. The first of these deals with 
Chiang's youth and indicates the 
strong influence his mother had up-
on him as well as his devotion to 
her. The second part shows how 
Sun Yat-sen, the father of the Chi-
nese Republic, influenced his life. 
Chiang was and still is loyal to Sun's 
three principles: nationalism, democ-
racy and livelihood. The third sec-
tion shows how the Generalissimo's 
adherence to the precepts of his 
mother's native wisdom and to Sun's 
political insight reached its fulfill-
ment in Chiang's remarkable and 
continued contribution to China. 
He united the Chinese people not by 
high-sounding propaganda but by 
urging his countrymen "to rediscover 
the essential virtues and qualities 
that have been the mainstay of their 
history." By accomplishing united 
resistance against the Japanese he 
has proven "that it is possible to cre-
ate a progressive society on the basis 
of values that are ancient. He has 
blended the new and the old and 
has shown that they are compatible. 
This book is not merely a perspec-
tive of the elements influencing 
Chiang's life but it is a mature and 
profound study of the inherent his-
torical culture of the Chinese na-
tion. The author expresses for the 
Chinese people the faith that the 
mission China has to perform is to 
1 prove that right finally conquers 
might. China feels closer to Amer-
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The Generalissimo commands the 
respect of the Chinese because the 
majority of people see in him . the 
realization of their dream of unity. 
Chiang's power and prestige are not 
accidental waves breaking on the 
shores of history but they are the 
result of his unceasing effort, his un-
selfish discipline, and his deep de-
votion to the cause of China. Chiang 
personally symbolizes the struggle of 
his people for their place among the 
nations. Intelligence, high ideals, 
persistence always make themselves 
felt; with these Chiang Kai-shek has 
revitalized his country. China has 
the leadership, the ideals, and an 
aroused people. Pe'rhaps she alone 
will win the war. 
H. F. RESSMEYER 
Great Composer 
MOZART: HIS CHARACTER, 
HIS WORK. By Alfred Einstein. 
Oxford University Press, New ' 
York. 1945. 492 pages. $3.00. 
I N the Preface to this work the au-thor states that it "is not an in-
troduction to Mozart's life and mu-
sic. It addresses itself to readers who 
already know and love at least some 
of his works." Mozart's life is dis-
cussed not with a multiplicity of bio-
graphical detail, but in an attempt 
to arrive at a better understanding 
of his character through a consider-
ation of his relations with his fam-
ily, acquaintances, and patrons, and 
of his ideology as expressed in the 
relation to his church and lodge. 
It is assumed that the reader is fa-
miliar with the salient facts of Mo-
zart's life. 
The work of Mozart, as that of 
other great composers and artists, is 
not to be explained by reference to 
biographical data. It is "music made 
of music"; its inherent style, its in-
ner spirit is independent of the tem-
poral conditions of life. Mozart's mu-
sical development is to be explained 
rather in the light of his historical 
position and of the purely musical 
influences to which he was subjected. 
He was born into a period in which 
the "galant, homophonic, concert-
ante style" had gained the predom-
inating role over "polyphony, the 
stricter counterpoint, [which] had be-
come not only old, but old-fashioned 
... no longer a true, living polyph-
ony but an artefact, a congealed and 
rigid product of textbooks." This 
dualism between the galant and 
the "learned" was the musical crisis 
of the eighteenth century. Mr. Ein-
stein gives an intelligent, penetrat-
ing analysis of the effect of Mozart's 
older contemporaries, particularly Jo-
hann Christian Bach and the broth-
ers Michael and Joseph Haydn, on 
his musical development, and of the 
major crisis in his creative activity 
which occurred when Mozart, at the 
age ~f twenty-six, encountered a liv-
ing polyphonic style in the work of 
Johann Sebastian Bach. This crisis 
was finally resolved when Mozart 
achieved a fusion of the galant and 
the "learned" in his later work as ex-
emplified in the last movement of 
the "Jupiter" Symphony. 
The major portion of the book is 
devoted to a critical discussion of 
the complete works of Mozart, with 
consideration to their contrasting 
styles and to any biographical matter 
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which may have affected the external 
form of a work, such as the circum-
stances which resulted in the crea-
tion of the work (for Mozart's mu-
sic was functional-written "to or-
der" for a special purpose or per-
formance on some particular occa-
sion) . Particularly interesting to the 
musician, too, is the discussion of 
Mozart's creative process. The prod-
uct of one of today's leading musicol-
ogists, this book is an invaluable 
contribution to the list of works on 
Mozart. 
NEWMAN W. POWELL 
Tides in the Affairs of Men 
ENGLAND IN THE EIGHTEEN-
EIGHTIES, TOWARD A SO-
CIAL BASIS FOR FREEDOM. 
By Helen Merrell Lynd. Oxford 
University Press, London. 1945. 
508 pages. $4.50. 
T HE chief significance of the his-torical period presented in this 
book is that this critical decade 
marked the beginning of a new 
phase in the recurrent struggle for 
individual freedom. Today we are 
seeing certain fruits of the kind of 
social change which had a start in 
the Eighties. The Beveridge Plan, 
the American social security plan of 
the National Resources Planning 
Board, British and American plan-
ning for full employment in peace-
time as a major solution to win the 
peace-these are a few such develop-
ments. There is much in Victorian 
England of the 188o's as compared 
with the "New Deal" United States 
in the 193o's and '4o's to lend sup-
port to the belief that changes in life 
and thought in England not infre-
quently precede by about half a cen-
tury similar changes in America. This 
is the approach used in Mrs. Lynd's 
contribution to the sociological study 
of history. 
Today this problem of the possibili-
ties and conditions of human freedom is 
e:ven more critical than it was half a cen-
tury ago. The 'eighties brought no basic 
change in social institutions which might 
help to solve it. Nor, except in the case 
of a few exceptionally discerning per-
sons, did the social philosophy developed 
in the 'eighties conceive the problem in 
terms of positive and diversified individ-
ual freedom. What this philosophy did 
do was to clear away some of the arbi-
trary limits on the range of human pos-
sibilities set up by early Protestantism, 
Utilitarianism, and classical economics 
and to open the way for wider concepts. 
It made possible a richer idea of hu-
man happiness and of what might be 
achieved by human effort. Thus the 
eigh ties were a period of education and 
preparation, of accustoming people to 
new ways of seeing England and of in-
terpreting relations among men. It in-
sisted on the urgency of questions of 
human well-being, enlarged the concep· 
tion of welfare, and accustomed people 
to the possibility of social action to help 
to create individual welfare. It did not 
bring social revolution, but it helped to 
make ready the way for it. 
This documented volume is divid-
ed into two major units. Part One 
studies the interplay of certain long-
term trends and particular events in 
bringing about a changed social pol-
icy. The discussion of material en-
vironment in contrast with the en-
vironment of ideas is commendable. 
Part Two considers more closely the 
role which different social institu-
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changes. Religion, political parties, 
organized labor, education, and or-
ganization for change receive indi-
vidual chapters. A general introduc-
tion analyzes the 188o's with insight, 
and a stimulating conclusion ap-
praises the nature of the positive 
changes in the concepts of freedom 
and of authority. 
England in the Eighteen-Eighties 
is the outgrowth of Helen Merrell 
Lynd's interest in comparative cul-
tural studies in England and Amer-
ica. All credit is due the author's 
special concern with the fusion of 
economic and psychological factors 
in bringing about social change. As 
co-author (with Robert S. Lynd) of 
the well-received Middletorpn and its 
sequel, Middletown in Transition, 
she is in general well established 
in her sociological subject. In par-
ticular, however, the temptation to 
read the hopes and fears of our 
own time into a comparable segment 
of yesterday may become an over-
plausible occupation. This book does 
not overwork the inviting compari-
son. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
Bound for Hollywood 
CAPTAIN FROM CASTILE. By 
Samuel Shellabarger. Little, Brown 
and Company, Boston. 1944. 633 
pages. $3.00. 
CAPTAIN FROM CASTILE should be Hollywood's meat. It is a techni-
colorful story of Spain under the 
InquisitioJl and Mexico under Cor-
tes. It contains all the elements for 
the making of a "colossal" motion 
picture: a swashbuckling hero, red-
headed both as to hair ami temper; 
a beautiful woman of high society 
vying with a beautiful woman of no 
society for the hero; much fighting 
in the form of battles and duels, 
accompanied by freely bleeding 
wounds; treachery, treason, and theft 
counterbalanced by retribution, pa-
triotism, and discovery; frequent and 
extended "chases'.' ; and most impor-
tant for movie fans, a happy ending. 
The book has been compared to 
The Count of Monte Cristo, The 
Three Musketeers, and Anthony Ad-
verse. It is not exactly like any of 
these. True, it is an adventure story 
with a historical background. Yet 
it lacks some of the idealism of Du-
mas, on the one hand; and on the 
other, the moral indiscretions of Shel-
labarger's hero are not to be com-
pared in number or description to 
those of Allen's Anthony. Pedro de 
Vargas is tame by contrast. 
Young de Vargas has just fallen in 
love with Luisa de Carvajal and has 
had one chaperoned meeting with 
her at the time his father and the 
whole family are summoned by the 
Holy Office of the Inquisition. The 
direct cause of their trial was for 
Don Francisco to answer for indoc-
trinating his family in blasphemous 
principles. The indirect cause was 
his refusal to sell his land to one 
of the Inquisitors. The Don's son, 
Pedro, is accused of aiding Juan Gar-
cia "to defeat the ends of ecclesias-
tical justice." While awaiting trial, 
Pedro witnesses the tortures and 
deaths of several other heretics. He 
watches a mother being strangled by 
her own son to prevent her from be-
ing burned alive. He sees his sister 
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die on the rack because she refuses 
to confess a lie. Garcia and a tav-
ern girl, Catana, help Pedro to es-
cape; and they all head for the New 
World with Hernando Cortes. There 
Pedro becomes a captain under the 
general, fights the Aztecs, discovers a 
treasonous plot coupled with an 
enormous theft of emeralds and gold, 
disobeys rules in order to capture 
the culprits, is sentenced to death, 
acquitted, captured by Indians, res-
cued by another Indian, becomes a 
father, and goes through such a list 
of adventures that one page here 
would not even name them. (If Hol-
lywood films it all, the brownout will 
have to be lifted for patrons to see 
it all.) He comes back to Spain only 
to get into more trouble, this time 
with King Charles and his courtiers. 
However, after a few pages and a 
gift of thirty-five hundredweight cas-
es of gold bars, the charges are with-
drawn. Towards the end de Vargas 
has the pleasure of killing his per-
sonal enemy and the story's villain, 
and, in the best romantic tradition, 
the book closes with a wedding. 
JESSIE SWANSON 
The Holy Week 
THE INNOVATOR. By John Brett 
Robey. Doubleday, Doran and Co., 
Inc., Garden City, N. Y. 1945. 292 
pages. $2 -75· 
T
HE publishers inform us that the 
author of this book spent four 
years in China as a member of the 
British foreign service. During this 
time he had worked on an idea for 
a short story which first occurred to 
him when an undergraduat~ at Ox-
ford-the story of an evening in the 
life of one of the men who con-
demned our Lord to death. Sudden-
ly on the day of Pearl Harbor Mr. 
Robey found hi~self confined to his 
house by the J apanese and cut off 
from the outside world. He spent the 
time he was held by the Japanese in 
revising and elaborating the rough 
draft of his story, writing it out in 
longha'nd, with the Bible as his 
principal source. In this fashion the 
book before us came into being. 
It is different from most novels of 
the days when our Lord walked this 
earth, in that the author limited him-
self to four days of the last week of 
our Lord's life, and in that our Lord 
does not appear on the scene, in per-
son, except at the climax, when He 
stands before Caiaphas and gives His 
answer to the question: "Art Thou 
the Christ, the Son of the living 
God?" 
The story opens on Monday of 
Holy Week, the day after Jesus' en-
try into Jerusalem like a conqueror, 
and closes on Thursday night in the 
palace of the High Priest when the 
death sentence is pronounced upon 
Him. The theme of the story, to 
quote the author, "is the timeless 
one of the reaction of men in author-
ity to the threat of revolution." The 
author builds up his own back-
ground of the New T estament nar-
rative of these four days and at-
tempts to show how behind the ri-
valry between Pharisees and Saddu-
cees, between Jewish nationalists and 
the Romans, there was also the strug-
gle among the corrupt leaders of 
the Jewish Council for political pow-
er and the profits of the rich temple 
I 
I 
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trade. Over all this was also the 
threat of a popular revolution led 
by followers of the Nazarene. The 
only solution that Annas could find 
was to put the Christ out of the way 
as a revolutionary and a blasphe-
mer and so the farce of a trial before 
the Sanhedrin was put on that this 
end might be achieved. The story is 
well told and we believe many will 
find it interesting reading. 
Toward World 
Understanding 
AN INTELLIGENT AMERICAN'S 
GUIDE TO THE PEACE, under 
the general editorship of Sumner 
Welles. The Dryden Press, New 
York. 1945. 370 pages, plus end 
maps. $3·75· 
R EADERS of the recent The Time for Decision (written by the edi-
tor of this Guide, formerly Under-
Secretary of State) will eagerly wel-
come this informative, basic, and 
stimulating volume. Practical as a 
"refresher" summary of every inde· 
pendent pation and of every major 
dependent people of the world, this 
reference work can be recommended 
especially as a significant challenge 
to isolationist tendencies in public 
opinion today. 
In the introduction, Mr. Welles, 
obviously drawing on his varied ex-
perience as a capable member of the 
U. S. State Department from 1915 
until his retire.ment in 1943, states 
his emphasis thus: 
I believe that an effective international 
organization can be constituted only 
through the creation of regional systems 
of nations charged with the primary 
duty of maintaining peace and of devel-
oping by cooperative methods economic 
and cultural relations within their re· 
spective spheres, under an over-all inter-
national body representative of all na-
tions, great or small, and of all regions, 
and responsible for the maintenance of 
general world peace, as well as for gen· 
eral international progress. 
That such a world alliance may pos-
sibly achieve a worthy peace, this 
book offers concentrated information 
intended to arouse us Americans to 
our real opportunity. 
Because in the shrunken globe of 
1945 every nation has become the 
concern of all nations, over So lands 
whose people have a genuine stake 
in the coming peace are discussed. 
The seven major units are Europe, 
the British Commonwealth of Na-
tions, the Western Hemisphere, the 
Far East, the Near East and Mediter-
ranean Orbit, Africa, and Interna-
tional Organizations (i.e., the League 
of Nations and the Universal Postal 
Union). 
The land and the people, the na-
tion's economy, its history from 1914 
to 1944, and its stakes in the peace 
are systematically presented for ev-
ery country in the world. For exam-
ple, when the oil of Iraq, the cattle 
of Argentina, the manganese of the 
Soviet Union, the gold of South Afri-
ca, the nitrates of Chile, the tin 
of Bolivia, the wool of Australia are 
mentioned, you will find in this 
Guide to the Peace what these nat-
ural resources mean in the lives of 
these peoples. How do Hungarians, 
Filipinos, Uruguayans, Belgians earn 
their living? Are the Albanians, Bur-
mese, Costa Ricans, Portuguese, Ko-
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reans politically alert peoples? With 
whom do the Finns, Afghans, Bul-
garians, Brazilians, Egyptians, Aus-
tralians trade? What kinds of govern-
ment ruled in Rumania, Yugoslavia, 
Saudi Arabia, China, India, Thai-
land in the years between the two 
great wars? Answers to these and 
similar questions are easily found 
herein, illustrated with 50 visual-aid 
maps. 
This international Baedeker offers 
no specific blueprint for the pillars 
of the peace, simply because it does 
not emphasize merely the facts in 
all these lands. Rather, it gives the 
reader the feeling of change and flux, 
of the motion of life, of the aspira-
tions and strivings and very real na-
tional problems of all peoples. As 
a convenient guide to a better under-
standing of world relationships, ac-
cordingly, this book affords the best 
way to neutralize unfounded preju-
dice against foreigners and to remove 
suspicion between races in the post-
war world, namely, by reliable in-
formation presented interestingly. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
How to Influence Snakes 
RAYMOND L. DITMARS: HIS 
EXCITING CAREER WITH 
REPTILES, ANIMALS AND IN-
SECTS. By L. N. Wood. Julian 
Messner, Inc., New York. 1944. 272 
pages. $2.50. 
A LTHOUGH L. N. Wood's current biography is an award book of 
the Julia Ellsworth Ford Foundation 
for Children's Literature annual con-
test, adults will enjoy the adventur-
ous and humorous experiences of the 
late curator of the New York Zoo-
logical Park, more commonly known 
as the Bronx Zoo, as much as their 
offspring will. 
As a boy, Raymond Ditmars' pock-
ets were more likely to disclose frogs 
and snakes than knives and mar-
bles, much to his parents' never-end-
ing despair and disapproval. That 
his interest in reptiles could ever 
lead to anything enlightening and 
constructive in the way of a career 
was beyond their vision. His strug-
gle against the public's prejudice 
against snakes began when he was 
six and never quite ended even after 
he became one of the country's fore-
most authorities on them. At one 
time a sleeping car company admon-
ished him never to carry snakes in 
his berth again. To be sure, the king 
cobra he had carried was securely 
tied in a stout cloth bag and then 
put in a sole-leather suitcase. But the 
psychological effect of peril, discov-
ered by the passengers only after it 
had been printed in the newspapers, 
was enough to bring forth the ad-
monition. 
Dr. Ditmars studied and collected 
snakes, extracted venom from them, 
force fed them, and doctored them; 
but he never took risks with them, 
nor did he consider himself a snake 
charmer. 
Much of his life was spent in the 
development of antivenins and the 
therapeutic use of modified venoms; 
in expeditions to collect specimens 
for the zoo; in lecturing and making 
motion picture studies of his acquisi-
tions; and in writing books and arti-
cles for popular and scientific con-
sumption. He had a delightful sense 
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of humor, and his books, some two 
dozen of them, became as popular 
among the lay public as his numer-
ous reports were among scientists. 
Miss Wood has sprinkled chuckles 
liberally through the pages of this 
biography; she has inserted large sug-
ar-coated doses of reptilian informa-
tion; she has added a number of 
photographic illustrations, and the 
result is a fascinating book. No won-
der it was a Junior Literary Guild 
selection, as was her first published 
book, Walter Reed: Doctor in Uni-
form. 
JESSIE SWANSON 
Reality vs. Paranoia 
APARTMENT IN ATHENS. By 
Glenway Wescott. Harper and 
Brothers, New York. 1945. 268 
pages. $2.50. 
As Helianos, an Athenian publish-er who since 1941 has suffered 
systematic humiliation and starva-
tion, listens to his billeted German 
major set forth the German dream of 
world rule, he finds the major's 
whole philosophy incre"dible: "Point 
by point, sentence after sentence, it 
seemed as plain as day and in dead 
earnest and quite convincing and al-
most overwhelming-then when he 
tried to contemplate it in its en-
tirety, as a whole, it fell to bits, and 
he felt inclined to giggle." 
Wescott in this novel maintains 
the reality of human beings againsL 
the unreality of paranoiac projec-
tions. Major Kalter dramatizes him-
self and his wife as a god and god-
dess. But Helianos, though a man of 
worth, frankly recognizes in himself 
many defects. His wife, in turn, is 
tormented by heart trouble and ner-
vousness. Their promising elder son 
was killed in battle; of the two chil-
dren left, the boy is puny and er-
ratic, the girl mentally dull . The 
Greek has accepted these facts and 
learned to live in terms of them. 
His knowledge of life is of a sublety 
that the visionary cannot attain. Ma-
jor Kalter, for all his self-discipline 
and distinguished manners, exhibits 
grossnesses of judgment that shock 
the Greek. It is not through the Ger-
man's regimentation but through 
Helianos' enveloping sympathy that 
Mrs. Helianos and little Leda blos-
som into courage and graciousness 
and little Alex into manliness. 
Wescott copes not only with Ger-
man imperiousness but also with 
their disarming Gemutlichkeit. Ma-
jor Kalter, who for a year has sys-
tematically brutalized his Gr'eek 
hosts, returns from a two weeks' 
leave in Germany with what seems a 
complete change of heart. He ceases 
to humiliate the family, he allows 
them more food, he even seeks He-
lianos' company, glad of having an 
educated man to talk with in his 
sitting-room during the evenings. 
One day he confides in Helianos 
the fact that his heart is broken: 
during his leave in the course of 
one week he had lost his two sons in 
battle and his wife in an air-raid fire. 
Helianos forgets his resentment and 
offers for the German's sincere sor-
row sincere sympathy. Acting in 
these human terms, he relaxes his 
guard and exclaims against a Fueh-
rer who has wrought so much havoc. 
Immediately the German loses sight 
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of reality and begins acting in terms 
of the vision. He screams at the as-
tonished Greek, beats and kicks him, 
and calls the police. Helianos is 
dragged away, subjected to a mili-
tary inquisition regarding his Un-
derground relatives, and shot. 
In his prison the Greek writes a 
warning, a guide not only to his 
family but to all the nations: "It is 
in the nature of Germans to change 
every so often; to appear to change. 
At the end of a war-or it may be, 
as in the case of our Kalter, before 
the end-suddenly they grow tired of 
war, they love culture, they feel sor-
ry for those whom they ha,ve made 
miserable. It is all sincere; that is 
what makes it so dangerous for us. 
We have been taught to care more 
for sincerity than it is worth." And 
he continues, thinking that even in 
the event of Allied victory there 
must be long years of courageous re-
construction, "It will all be in vain, 
·unless the nations develop a greater 
intelligence and precaution than 
they have shown so far." 
Apartment in Athens was a Book-
of-the-Month Club selection for 
March. 
Dust Bowl Tale 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. By Feike 
Feikema. The Webb Publishing 
Company, Saint Paul. 1944. 226 
pages. $2.50. 
T HIS agrarian novel of South Da-kota's dust bowl offers many 
paragraphs of distinguished descrip-
tive writing and many passages of 
simple, salty country conversation; in 
its treatment of the economic prob-
lems that it raises, however, . it is less 
effective. 
The central problem is whether 
farm families are profoundly wise or 
merely foolhardy in remaining on 
impoverished farms in the dust bowl. 
The family taken as an example is 
Scandinavian and consists of Pa and 
Ma Thor and their daughter Kirsten; 
a son died of suffocation in the 
fearful "Black Blizzard" of 1933, a 
few months before the story opens. 
The reasons for deserting such farms 
are urged by Maury Grant, a former 
farm boy in Oklahoma's dust bowl 
but now a tramp. The uncertainty 
in the lives of laborers other than 
agrarian, the conflicts between capi-
tal and labor, the selfishness and sus-
picion bred by the current economic 
sys tem, are pointed out to Maury by 
Pa Thor and demonstrated during 
Maury's four months' flight from the 
Thors. On the side of the farmer are 
the independence and wholesome-
ness of farm life and the beauty of 
the land. Although Maury is even-
tually induced to stay on the Thor 
farm by Pa's arguments and dreams 
and his own nostalgia, the book ends 
without offering any solution to the 
fact that the land produces almost 
no sustenance beyond Russian this-
tles. 
The basic ambiguity as to the 
cause of the aridity mars Feikema's 
consideration of this problem. And 
on the other hand, the author pro-
vides no bridge from the conditions 
in the story to the final vision of a 
golden bowl of rich and happy corn 
farms. 
Kirsten, the simple, courageous 
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woman's unquestioning faith in the 
goodness of creating. Her delight is 
in the few young animals that the 
farm is able to breed. 
Some of the best passages are those 
describing the land. The Thor farm 
lies at the edge of the great prairie, 
within twenty miles of the Bad 
Lands. Dreamy old Pa loves the prai-
rie; he pities it for the deep, jagged 
crevasses with which the drought has 
scarred it. When he has leisure he 
visits the Bad Lands, wondering at 
the vast geological changes to which 
these eroded formations bear witness. 
Feikema's descriptions would gain, 
however, if he avoided the affecta-
tion of shifting to italic type when he 
wants to speak of the sun or the 
wind. Passages segregated and la-
bored to the point of "fine writing" 
spoil the integrity of the story. 
Over-Simple 
RED FRUIT. By Temple Bailey. 
Houghton Mifflin Company. Bos-
ton. 1945. 202 pages. $2.00. 
R ED FRUIT is a simple love story with uncomplicated characters, 
a Government Girl, a returned sol-
dier, and his debutante sweetheart. 
Daphne, as the small-town doctor's 
daughter in Washington, is the para-
gon of fine womanhood. If she has 
a single fault, Miss Bailey has clever-
ly concealed it. Sandy, really Alex-
andra Darcy the Third, is beautiful, 
vain, selfish, and spoiled. If she has a 
single virtue, Miss Bailey has clever-
ly concealed it also. Kim is a lieu-
tenant home from the war, hoping 
to settle down and tend his fam-
ily's orchard. 
Kim first met Daphne on the train. 
She gave him a piece of cake and of-
fered him an apple. Although she 
thought often of him, he thought no 
more of her until after he broke his 
engagement to Sandy. Sandy was in-
fatuated with Brent Barclay by this 
time. Then it happened that he met 
Daphne on the parkway. He called 
her by name, took her to dinner, and 
renewed a friendship which even-
tually blossomed into a romance to 
be threatened by Sandy's jealousy 
and Kim's doubts. But everything 
turns out well in the end, as the 
reader knew it would from the be-
ginning. 
Perhaps this review suffers from 
the same fault, over-simplification, 
that the book does. Therefore, we 
ought to amend it by stating that 
the dialogue is natural, modern, and 
frequently clever; that the story en-
closes some advice on how to treat a 
returned veteran; that it is a story 
which would appeal to starry-eyed 
teen-agers, and that it would not do 
them any harm to read it. 
JESSIE SWANSON 
Flimsy 
TOMORROW WILL SING. By El-
liot Arnold. Duell, Sloan and 
Pearce, New York. 1945. 308 pages. 
$2.50. 
E LLIOT ARNOLD, author of five novels and two biographies, has 
not increased his stature as a writer 
by his Tomorrow Will Sing. 
The flimsy plot concerns itself with 
Lt. Eddie Amato, an American boy 
of Italian antecedents, who is sta-
tioned in Italy with the United 
.. --------------~------------------------~--, 
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States Army Air Forces. There he 
happens to meet relatives who have 
been somewhat intimately connecteu 
with the Fascist movement. To these 
relatives and their neighbors Eddie 
attempts to interpret and to apply 
the democratic processes. His well-
meant efforts are frequently misun-
derstood, but eventually the Italian 
farmers are convinced that democra-
cy is the only way of life. During his 
stay in Italy Eddie also woos and 
wins Nina, a beautiful Italian peas-
ant girl. 
While the author displays an inti-
mate and exact knowledge of life in 
the Army Air Forces, his not too 
skillful attempt at realism mars even 
this one asset of the book. We are 
unwilling to believe that the primary 
interest of our young flyers is women 
and wine; nor can we believe that 
the average American aviator's vo-
cabulary is restricted to blasphemy. 
obscenity, and profanity. 
There is little profit or pleasure to 
be found in reading Tomorrow Wil l 
Sing. 
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A RRIEF GLANCE AT RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
-----------------------'~------------------------
TOWARD THE UNDER-
STANDING OF EUROPE 
By Ethan T. Colton. Association 
Press, New York. 1944. 86 pages. 
$1.00. 
lfN this little book Ethan T. Col-
Jl ton, who has spent more than twen-
ty years of his life in Europe, deals 
clearly and tersely with the aspira-
tions, the economic needs, the preju-
dices, the cultural traits, the nation-
al traditions, and the religions that 
make European affairs frightfully 
complicated and, as a result, will call 
for penetrating wisdom on the part 
of those whose task it will be to 
fashion the peace after the present 
war. The author points out that "the 
new peace must transcend that of 
any other in modern history if Eu-
rope is no longer to breed world 
wars." 
BURNED FINGERS 
By Kathleen Norris. Doubleday, 
Doran and Company, Inc., New 
York. 1945. 273 pages. $2.00. 
T HIS is Kathleen Norris' latest ad-dition to a long list of popular 
romances. The story of Jennifer 
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Richie closely follows the familiar 
Cinderella pattern. Eighteen-year-old 
Jennifer-poor, lonely, and shabby-
"had settled down to a chronic bore-
dom." An unhappy love affair in-
creased her bitterness and discontent. 
Suddenly her life began to change. 
Through the magic of Monty Smith's 
"Capsule System of Culture" Jenni-
fer acquired poise, charm, a sure-fire 
formula for social success, and, in 
the end, a wealthy grandmother, an 
imposing famil y estate, and a hand-
some husband. 
One of the "little remarks" which 
Jennifer learned to "toss off careless-
ly" seemed to keep popping up in 
our mind with relentless insistence 
while we read Burned Fingers. Here 
it is: "Raben Sie je etwas so unsin-
niges gehort1" ("Have you ever 
heard anything so nonsensical?") 
ASSIGNMENT WITHOUT 
GLORY 
By Marcos Spinelli. J. B. Lippin-
cott Company, Philadelphia and 
New York. 1945. 256 pages. $2.00. 
A LTHOUGH this country's markets are flooded with spy, mystery, 
and murder thrillers, this reviewer 
- w -
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feels obligated to commend this new 
one, entitled Assignment Without 
Glory, by Marcos Spinelli. This 
young Brazilian-born American has 
contributed a valid picture of South 
American life in this story of a Unit-
ed States G-2 agent's outwitting the 
Nazis in the Matto Grosso jungles. 
The story is based upon the author's 
personal experiences on a dangerous 
job. We must encourage such ac-
counts of our southern neighbors. 
Otherwise, it is a spy thriller com-
plete with peril, murder, and the 
usual beautiful but clever feminine 
enemy. 
ALIAS JANE SMITH 
By Clarence Budington Kelland. 
Harper 8c Brothers Publishers, 
New York. 1944. 248 pages. $2.50. 
T HOSE who enjoy the Scattergood Baines stories and other books 
by Clarence Budington Kelland will 
probably applaud the appearance of 
Alias jane Smith. Mr. Kelland in 
this book has left the rural and small 
community areas to present a fantas-
tic tale in a New York society back-
ground. He has maintained the same 
naivete in his characters, however, 
as he places the evacuees, the Grand 
Duchess Yvonne Beatrice Alexandra 
Celeste of A paulia and her four 
bearded companions, ' in New York. 
Posing as Jane Smith, the duchess 
undertakes the career of an interior 
decorator. She succeeds by surmount-
ing gangster plots and social barriers. 
Mr. Kelland has here given the pub-
lic another of his characteristic cot-
ton-candy novels. 
THE HIGH ROAD 
By Frances Grinstead. Doubleday, 
Doran 8c Co., Inc., Garden City, 
N.Y. 1945. 214 pages. $2.50. 
M ANY are the times that God has shown himself to men who pos-
sess enough faith to uphold their 
religious beliefs. Miss Grinstead has 
given us such a story in this novel 
about the Missouri mountain people. 
The High Road is a portrayal of the 
simple Ozark mountaineers who 
lived by the labor of their hands and 
died near the soil they had cleared 
and tilled. The book's hero is Rove 
Carruthers, who, after much struggle, 
is able to establish himself as a 
preacher in his home community and 
to convert his enemy, Abner Holly, 
to Christian ways of life. The au-
thor's account of weddings, butch-
erings, house raisings, cider parties, 
and revival parties enriches the pleas-









Thou Shalt Not Mourn Him Here 
Green foliage above a river 
Silver in the sun, 
And white gulls flying-
Thou wast not made for dust. 
Thou shalt not mourn him here, 
Within thy petty cage 
Where earth's dim room 
Awaits eternal day. 
Gaze not, foolish, on thy dim candle 
Glowing in the night, 
Forgetting in thy littleness 
The greater world without. 
Stand, rather, wistful, 
At thy anxious window, 
Ready for the blazing glow of dawn 
To end earth's solemn night. 
Thou shalt not mourn him here 
Because thy blinded eyes 
Have now no sight 
For heaven's grander life; 
But rather-listl-he mourns thee, 
Sighs o'er thee, and wipes his eyes: 
He is not dust. 
Thou shalt not mourn for him 
Who lives 
w 
Where saints repeat the questing phrase-
How long, then, was thy sleep? 
But rather wait the waking death 
As one who waits his mate 
At dawn of eve, 
In trembling and in joy. 
Warm sunrays on a child 
Sifting the sand, 
His dark eyes shining-
Man was not made for dust! -DOROTHY MEYER 
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That I Might Find Him 
A NAVY CHAPLAIN REMEMB ERS 
The quiet rain upon the blue reminds me of the way 
In which the warm intrusion of your blessed love 
Moved in upon my heart. The blaze and brightness 
That has charged my labors and my love, my constan t service, 
To the God Whom we both love beyond the words 
That throng my being and give birth to hope 
That shall some day redeem me into worthiness 
For all the other gifts which you have pledged alone to me. 
But it is good that quietness should come into my soul 
By this wide separation while we are so near. 
In my own soul this quietness has moved me 
Into deeper thoughtfulness and fervent prayer. 
I have gone deep into the recesses that are my soul . 
And found there gratitudes which have been unexpressed-
Deep thankfulness which has been utterly unanalyzed-
Appreciation of the blessed things you are and hold-
So that the wideness of my own deep prayers has been 
Completed by the way in which the touch of you, 
And faith which lives in you, has given godly peace 
And hopefulness, where other things, too dark to darken 
For one moment all the sweetness of these days, 
Would otherwise have brought despair and dread defection 
From the call that, I am sure, God had intended for my heart. 
You see how God has used the humbleness, which is the soul 
Of you, to channel down into the ways of work 
That had, by Him, been planned and made for me. 
You are so useful in so many ways, that haunting dread 
Keeps stalking me that I might lose the light and hope of life 
But my own faith and trust in God forbids such gloom. 
I must not fail you, or myself, by yielding to the urge 
To pity my own loneliness, but, rather use the quiet 
And aloneness of' these days as inspiration, strength and glory 
For another day and other times, and build up in my heart 
New love for others, and a service that is worthy and acceptable 
To Him Who gave His life in order that our lives might have 
The newer hopes and g-reater blessedness which lives through 
Time and space and trials and fears to come to life 
In such a one as you and keep my heart and others' hearts, 





The world will be full of fragments, broken men, 
Dreams that are broken and lost, ghosts of ideas, 
Plans that are torn to bits and thrown away 
Like colorful theater tickets found in a pocket, 
Meaningless now with names we can't remember. 
The world will be full of echoes, forgotten voices 
Sounding quaint and strange in a drifting wind . 
Hold yourself for a change and a shifting wind. 
Look around at your feet and up at the sky, 
The world will be full of shards, the sky of clouds. 
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Two Symphonies 
What hoots and howls of glee made hell resound 
Where leering satyrs fed the flames of hate 
When Jesus Christ our Lord, betrayed and bound, 
Was left by His disciples to His fate! 
The seven deadly sins through guilt's bassoons 
And orgiastic horns blew carnal breath. 
Angels spread melodies through suns and moons 
When they beheld Christ's triumph over death 
As violins of heaven caught their tone 
From happy seraphim long, long before 
Men heard a symphony. The glad trombone 
And happy harp made glorious the score 
While, in response to a divine encore, 
The morning stars together sang once morel 
-ALEXANDER HARVEY 
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Understanding 
You're lonely? 
I was lonely, too. 
Men hated me, and scorned me. 
Do men scorn you? 
You're disappointed? 
I was disappointed, too. 
One whom 1 loved betrayed me. 
Has man betrayed you? 
You're unhappy? 
I was unhappy, too. 
Man's great sin distressed me. 
Has sin been mourned by you? 
You're afraid? 
And fearful, too? 
I was not afraid. 
My Father-our God-will care for you. 
-JANICE PRIES 
The Scottish Shore Is Still Tonight 
Now memories come back to me, 
Of braes beside the sea, 
Where we met love on moonlight shores 
And planned for years to be. 
How proudly tall you stood within 
A royal uniform! 
But trysting hours were shadowed by 
A future full of storm! 
Now memories come back to me ... 
They're all that's left to keep ... 
For, lying now beneath that sea, 
You do not know I weep. 




THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
A REAL picture of real men and real fighting." This is 
Admiral Chester W. Nimitz' terse 
verdict concerning the United 
States Navy's new factual picture 
in technicolor, The Fighting La-
dy. The finest documentary film 
of World War II, The Fighting 
Lady is an intense and poignant 
human record. It presents a pho-
tographic log of life aboard an 
aircraft carrier of the "Essex" 
class. The story begins when 
green recruits, eager, excited, and 
heartbreakingly young, report to 
"The Fighting Lady" for combat 
training. Long months at sea fol-
low-months of endless, intensive, 
monotonous, repetitious drill, 
with occasional leisure hours giv-
en over to lazy loafing and to 
rehashing the latest scuttlebutt. 
The burning question, "Where 
are we going?" remains unan-
swered until "The Fighting La-
dy" approaches the Marcus Is-
lands. The 3,ooo men aboard the 
flattop are no longer raw recruits; 
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they have become a highly skilled, 
well-organized, hard-hitting, and 
self-sufficient fighting unit. The 
waiting is over. A few brief hours 
are given over to letter-writing, to 
thoughts of home and loved ones, 
and to prayer and spiritual re-
freshment. Then, in a flaming 
and majestic dawn, the first 
planes are off. 
The battle for the Marcus Is-
lands is history now. So, too, are 
the engagements fought on and 
over Truk, Kwajalein, the Mari-
anas, and in the Philippine Sea. 
Much has been said and written 
about the heroism of the Ameri-
can fighting men, who, step by 
step, have carried the war to the 
very doorstep of the Japanese 
home island. Mere words, how-
ever, can~ot match the terrible 
realism captured by technicolor 
photography in The Fighting La-
dy. The use of automatic cam-
eras synchronized with the ma-
chine guns mounted on the fight-
er planes, dive bombers, and tor-
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pedo bombers not only makes it 
possible for observers to keep an 
accurate tally of hits made, it also 
produces spectacular and awe-in-
spiring shots of death in the air 
and destruction on the ground. 
Dramatic take-offs, hair-raising 
crash landings, the awful sound 
and fury of sea and air combat, 
the anxious, suspense-filled hours 
spent while waiting for planes to 
return, and the hushed stillness 
of the aftermath of battle bring 
home to one as no words can the 
full tragedy and the sickening 
wastefulness of war. Every adult 
American should see The Fight-
ing Lady. It isn't a pretty pic-
ture, but it is a fine one. What 
can we do to match the gallant 
courage of those who, daily and 
hourly, face a desperate and de-
termined foe? What can we do to 
be worthy of the sacrifice of those 
who sleep on alien soil or deep in 
the trackless reaches of seas and 
oceans? 
Six enlisted camera men photo-
graphed The Fighting Lady un-
der the direction of Captain Ed-
ward Steichen and Lt. Command-
er Dwight Long. More than 6o,-
ooo feet. of 16 mm. film were ex-
posed to make this superb pic-
ture. From this footage Producer 
Louis de Rochemont, of the 2oth 
Century-Fox Studios, cut the film 
to its present length of 7,500 feet. 
Lt. Robert Taylor narrates John 
Stuart Martin's excellent com-
mentary with commendable sim-
plicity 
Hollywood seems to be in the 
grip of two widely divergent cy-
cles. The first cycle is responsible 
for a long list of so-called thrillers 
and shockers. The other is a cy-
cle of religious films. Curiously 
enough, the sordid murder and 
mystery releases have not pro-
voked even a very small ripple of 
protest, discussion, and controver-
sy. The religious films, on the oth-
er hand, have aroused heated and 
vehement reaction. It isn't sur-
prising, then, that 2oth Century-
Fox's screen adaptation of A. J. 
Cronin's popular novel, The Keys 
of the Kingdom, has evoked crit-
ical appraisal which ranges all the 
way from enthusiastic admiration 
to frank and disrespectful disap-
proval. Audience reaction is 
equally loud and just as divided. 
Many have drawn comfort and 
spiritual inspiration from this 
picture; others have been bored 
or disappointed, and invariably 
there are those who resentfully 
cry, "Propaganda!" 
Dr. Cronin's powerful and 
thought-provoking study of an 
honest and humble man's deep 
and abiding faith in God pre-
sented formidable difficulties for 
the script-writers to iron out. The 
Keys of the Kingdom is essential-
ly a book of conflict, disillusion-
. I 
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ment, and bitter disappoint-
ments. The screen version side-
steps, softens, or omits the con-
troversial aspects which are im-
portant factors in Dr. Cronin's 
book. In spite of faults and short-
comings, however, it is a moving 
and stimulating picture. Director 
John Stahl handles a difficult 
theme with consummate skill and 
with exemplary goQd taste. Greg-
ory Peck, a comparative new-
comer to the screen, turns in a 
fine performance in the role of 
Father Chisholm. Edmund 
Gwenn, Vincent Price, Rosa 
Stradner (another newcomer), 
and Benson Fong are excellent in 
supporting parts. 
Meet Me in St. Louis (M-G-M, 
Vincente Minelli) wafts us back 
on wings of song to the peace and 
serenity of the early years of the 
twentieth century. The time is 
1903, and the residents of St. 
Louis live, move, and breathe in 
an aura of excitement and antici-
pation. The St. Louis-Louisiana 
Purchase Exposition is almost 
ready to open, and the lilting 
strains of "Meet Me in St. Louis, 
Louie" are on everyone's lips. 
The story of the Smiths-Grand-
pa, Papa, Mama, four daughters, 
and one son-has been adapted to 
the screen from Sally Benson's 
amusing book, Meet Me in St. 
Louis. The film is in technicolor. 
A simple tale of everyday folk, it 
has practically no plot at all, and 
there is a fair share of Hollywood 
pomp and plush. Nevertheless, 
this is a thoroughly delightful pic-
ture, and it provides excellent en-
tertainment for the entire family. 
Authentic sets and costumes show 
us in intimate detail how Ameri-
cans lived and dressed in the good 
old gaslight and horse-and-buggy 
days. The cast, headed by Judy 
Garland and very young Mar-
garet O'Brien, is ·exceptionally 
well chosen, and Vincente Mi-
nelli's direction is outstanding. 
Sunday Dinner for a Soldier 
(2oth Century-Fox, Lloyd Bacon) 
might well have been a good pic-
ture and an unusual one. The ba-
sic idea of attempting to show 
one poor family's eagerness to en-
tertain a lonely soldier is appeal-
ing. Unfortunately, Sunday Din-
ner for a Soldier does not succeed 
in making the improvident 
"Grandfeathers" and his little 
brood seem like anything but ac-
tors on a carefully set stage. The 
dialogue often waxes ridiculous, 
and the situations and the man-
ner in which they are met are too 
obviously artificial. 
War marriages, too often hasty 
war marriages, are the order of 
the day. The Impatient Years 
(Columbia, Irving Cummings) is 
right in its premise that a mar-
riage entered into after a four-day ' 
acquaintance is built on an ex· 
-. 
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tremely shaky foundation-espe-
cially when, after a brief honey-
moon, the husband is off for 
eighteen months of overseas duty. 
The picture is less convincing in 
its solution of this problem. Life 
just isn't much like a high-priced, 
exaggerated, superslick movie. 
The Doughgirls (Warners, 
James V. Kern), too, is preoccu-
pied with war marriages; but it is 
nothing but the crudest possible 
form of slapstick. It is crammed 
with as much off-color dialogue 
and as many doubtful situations 
as a too-lax censor will permit. 
Abbott and Costello are with 
us again in two recent releases-
Lost in a Harem (M-G-M) and 
Here Come the Co-Eds (Univer-
sal). You pays your money, and 
you takes your choice-unless, like 
this reviewer, you feel that you 
.have had enough Abbott and 
Costello to last you a long, long 
time. 
On the screen Frederic Pro-
kosch's novel, The Conspirators 
(Warner Bros.), is even less excit-
ing than it was in book form. In 
a word, it is a complete dud. So, 
too, is International-RKO's ri-
diculous picture, Belle of the Yu-
kon . 
And Spring Again 
There shall a whiteness come once more 
Upon the cherry near the hill 
And lilacs bloom again beside the door, 
And the weeping heart go still 
To hear the urgent music of a world 
Where Beauty walks with flags unfurled. 













About two weeks ago I saw the 
movie, "The Great Mr. Handel." It 
is an English production and the 
most Christian movie I have ever 
seen. It is the first time I have seen 
the hero (in this case, Mr. Handel) 
kneel down and pray aloud (on the 
screen). The part depicting how Mr. 
Handel received his inspiration I 
thought was very good. I've been 
wondering if you have seen this 
movie and if so should like to read 
your comments in the movie section 
of THE CRESSET. 
I enjoy each copy of THE CRESSET 
and eagerly await each issue. I espe-






I have just received the October 
issue of THE CRESSET magazine, and 
have read the article titled, "When 
Johnny Comes Marching Home." 
I want to tell you how much I 
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enjoyed reading this article. It is 
the best that I have come across so 
far in my reading. I think you are 
expressing some good sound common 
sense in what you say. 
I have been overseas for over a 
year, and I have been in every cam-
paign on the Western Front to date 
and I have yet to discover that our 
men are anything other than a good 
bunch of fellows. They have a job to 
do and are doing it to the best of 
their ability. They are just as anxious 
to get it over with and get back home 
as the folks there are to have them 
back again. 
If there is any way that you can 
give your article a wider circulation, 
then I think it should be done. 
There are a lot of people who need 
to read something just like that. 
CHAPLAIN DWIGHT 0. JACKSON 
Belgium 
The Cresset in England 
Sir: 
Today I received the first copy of 
your splendid journal, THE CRESSET, 
since we've landed in England. It 
pleased me very much, and there-
fore cannot help but write you to 
express my delight and gratitude. 
Reading material over here is rath-
er scarce, that is, good reading. So 
I'm doubly grateful to you for this 
kindness and service. 
While in camp, somewhere in the 
States, I received your journal regu-
larly, and I enjoyed every issue. Over 
here, your journal shall mean twice 
as much to me. I shall look forward 
to every issue. 
CHAPLAIN PHILIP NASH 
England 
----------------- -~r-~r--------,.------------.-------------------.---. 
Cl PRING is Nature's own season-
~ and the poet's, too. What 
could be more appropriate, then, 
than that our major article for 
April should offer a b lending of 
the two! Augustus Laurens, author 
of "Nature and 
vVe are pleased again to pre-
sent to our readers a selection of 
exceptionally good modern verse. 
One of THE CRESSET's rather im-
portant functions is to serve as a 
medium of expression for some 
of our gifte d 
younger poets. 
'"' ,...... 
the Poet," is a 
well-knownAmer-
ican ed uc ator. 
This is his second 
appearance in 
the pages of THE 
CRESSET. 
The Guest review-ers in this issue 
are Patterson Mc-
Lean Friedrich 




from Castile, Red 
Fruit, Raymond 
L. Ditmars),' New-
man Powell ( M o-
zart: His C harac-
ter, His Work); 
Herbert H. Um-




The editors of 
both the Astro-
labe and the Pic-
torial Section have 
a sense of timeli-
ness. Dr. Graeb-
ner in this issue 
has given us some 
fascinating side-
li ghts on the 
famed "twin 






logne, and Pastor Kretzmann has 
come through with a pictorial 
"scoop" with the superb pictures 
of the cathedral that has figured 
so prominently in recent war 
news. 
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telligent American's Guide to the 
Peace); and Mildred Powell (The 
High Road) all of the staff of Val-
paraiso University; and H. F. 
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